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 Chapter 1: Hannah and
Dorothy

 


“Here
they are,” Bonnie introduced the two girls to me. She just popped
into my office dragging these two hot young interns by their hands.
I logged out of my computer, stood up and walked around my desk to
shake hands with them.

“John, this is Dorothy” Bonnie introduced the taller girl to
me. I looked her up and down. She had brown hair and a heavy
makeup. “And this is Hannah,” Bonnie pointed to the smaller, blonde
one. Both girls were wearing mini skirts and high heels, showing
off their thighs and legs just like new interns do who want to get
attention. They were giggling and checking me out. “And this is the
marvelous John Smith who I told you so much about,” Bonnie
continued. “He will teach you a lot of important things to know at
this firm. Please do anything he says,” she explained, then turned
to me, saying, “Please, be gentle with them.”

She stepped out
of my office and left me there with these two young
girls.

Dorothy had a
huge cleavage exposing her perky tits in her push-up bra. I found
it difficult to taky my eyes off them, wondering how they looked
without a bra.

Altough Hannah
was shorter, she was sexier, with a nasty, dirty smile on her face.
I silently thanked Bonnie for bringing these two hot interns to me
for training rather than to Carl.

“Well, hi,” I said after I finished checking them out. “As
Bonnie said, I’m John Smith, you can call me Johnny as everyone
does. I’m an attorney in law, I have been working for a year at
Walden, Inc. I know a few things about how things go around here,
so I can teach you a few important things.”

“We
hope so,” Hannah said, and both girls giggled.

“Okay…,” I said and motioned them to my desk. “Where shall we
start it?”

“Well…,” Dorothy said, “Bonnie told us we could help you a
little bit.”

“Yeah…,” Hannah added, “She told us you have a huge load and
maybe you could share it with us.”

They giggled
again. I didn’t believe my ears. Had they suggested what I think
they had? What the fuck did Bonnie plan for me?

“Well, the fact is I do have a huge load...” I said, very
carefully. I didn’t want to get involved in a sexual harrasment
lawsuit with these dangerous sirens standing before me.

“Oh,
let us help you!” Hannah said, and if I saw it correctly, she
winked at me. They both giggled again and Dorothy put her hand on
my crotch. She had long, pink nails and she fondled my groin
gently. With her other hand she pulled my head to hers and kissed
me. It wasn’t a sensual, gentle kiss; she rather pressed her tongue
into my mouth and turned it around.

They had to be
an effective team because while Dorothy was kissing me and fondling
my groin, Hannah started to unbutton my shirt.

“Are
you sure?” I moaned, but Dorothy pulled my head back to her and
continued kissing me. Hannah unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it
open. She fondled my chest and purred like a cat.

“I
love your hairy body…,” she panted. “You’re so manly...”

I didn’t know
what kind of men she had done it with so far.

Hannah caressed
my chest and my stomach. She leaned down a bit -- she didn’t have
to strain too much since she was much smaller than me -- and kissed
my chest. I was surprised how professionally these girls excited me
in a minute; my cock was already hardening. Hannah even kissed and
licked my nipples as well. Dorothy pressed her tongue deep into my
mouth and enjoyed our kissing with eyes closed.

Hannah went down
on me: she kissed my belly button, then my belly. She opened my fly
with her small but quick fingers. I wanted to check on her but
Dorothy pulled my head back to her and continued pressing her
tongue in my mouth.

Hannah knelt
down before me and took out my cock.

“Wow,” she said. “Look at it, Dor’...”

Dorothy released
me and checked my cock. I could see a sparkle in her
eyes.

“That’s really nice,” she admitted. “Is it hard?”

“Hell
yeah,” Hannah answered. She measured my cock in her small palm.
“And it’s fucking huge. Bonnie was right.”

“What?” I asked but Dorothy put her manicured finger on my
lips.

“Hush, Mr. Smith,” she said. “Let us do what we are here
for.”

She smiled with
an evil grin and she winked at the petite blonde on her knees
before me. Hannah winked back and licked my cock all the way from
its base until the head.

“Mmmm,” she said. “It’s really nice. Come one, Dor’, you have
to taste it!”

Dorothy knelt
beside her girlfriend, then she pulled my cock in front of her face
and looked up at me, smiling. She was so slutty like this, on her
knees, with lust for my cock in her eyes. I could hardly wait for
her to swallow my cock between her lusty lips. She probably knew
that and teased me with reaching out with her pink tongue and
touching my cockhead with the end of it. She slowly licked around
the purple head then tasted with her tongue, saying,

“It’s
really tasty!”

And they giggled
again.

I pushed my
pants and my underwear and sat back into my chair. The young girls
followed me on their knees.

“Can
I start it?” Hannah asked.

“Go
ahead!” Dorothy said and held my cock to her girlfriend’s face.
Hannah swallowed immediately. I let it enter deeper than I thought
she could take in her small mouth. Only the half of my cock got in,
but I could already feel it was filling her mouth
completely.

She started to
bob on it gently, carefully. She concentrated on not to bite my
cock, she even closed her eyes while doing it.

“Suck
that cock, bitch,” Dorothy said to her, which made Hannah giggle.
Since my cock filled her mouth, she gagged a bit; she released it
and laughed out loud to Dorothy,

“Oh,
you fucking slut!” She even slapped her girlfriend’s face with my
cock. “What did you just say? Huh?” she slapped her with it again.
They both giggled again like pillow fighting girls at a pajama
party. Dorothy slapped Hannah back, and the blonde girl ducked,
with my cock still in her hand.

“Woah,” I said, “take it easy, girls.”

“Sorry, Johnny,” Dorothy said, smiling. “We don’t want to hurt
your precious member,” she fondled my cock. “Let me make it even
for you,” she looked into my eyes again, and slowly swallowed my
cock into her mouth. It felt really good to be in her hot mouth; I
could tell this wasn’t the first time she sucked a cock. I moaned
out loud it felt so good. She didn’t just let it in her mouth; she
sucked it really hard.

“You’re doing it like a pro, bitch,” Hannah said. Dorothy
giggled on my cock but didn’t let it out for a second; she
continued bobbing on it up and down.

I grabbed her
head and started fucking her mouth. She obeyed with her eyes
closed. She let my cock deep in her throat at every thrust; my
balls hit her jaw a few times. I could feel my throbbing cock
filling her small mouth. I could even feel her throat with the head
of my cock at every thrust I made.

“Suck
it, bitch, suck it!” Hannah said. She was fingering herself down
there, kneeling on the floor as I face fucked her friend beside
her. She watched us closely, with her face just a few inches from
Dorothy.

I could feel my
heavy balls tighten like just before I cum. With these two hot
bitches, I knew it wouldn’t take long. But I still wanted to enjoy
them a little bit. Who knew when I could get two hot interns like
them to suck my cock?

So I pulled out,
and pulled her hungry mouth away a bit. Hannah leaned to her
immediately and kissed Dorothy’s wet lips. The two hot interns were
kissing kneeling on the floor, and I watched them with my cock
throbbing above their faces.

Hannah leaned
below my balls and started licking them. Her small tongue flicked
over my throbbing balls, making even harder for me to last
longer.

“Now
that’s something I’ve never done before,” Dorothy said with lust in
her eyes.

“Well, Dorothy, I have a feeling we are not in Kansas anymore,”
I said. She giggled and let me spank her face with my rock hard
cock, leaving glistening drops of her saliva on her cheeks. Then I
drove her head back to the head of my cock. She took it immediately
between her lips and swallowed it deep. The feeling of having my
cock in her hot mouth and her girlfriend licking my balls down
there made me feel like heaven. I looked up, and whispered, “Thank
you!”

Dorothy started
to bob up and down on my cock. Hannah was licking and kissing my
heavy sack. She even tried to take one of my balls into her mouth
but she couldn’t open her lips so wide.

I felt it was
time for me to cum. I took Hannah by her hair and pulled her out
from under me. Then I grabbed Dorothy’s head with my both hands and
started fucking her face. She didn’t object, she just went along
with my moves and let me fuck her pretty mouth and full lips. I
leaned my head to the side so I could watch how my throbbing cock
disappeared in her mouth again and again.

I couldn’t take
it anymore. I pushed a last one and shot my hot cream into her hot
mouth with a loud groan. I could hear Hannah saying, “Save some for
me!” but I didn’t care: I shot stream after stream into Dorothy’s
hungry mouth. It was like flying; my whole body
released.

I stepped back,
spent. Some drops of my white cum was dripping from the corners of
Dorothy’s lips. She had a proud and smiling face. She immediately
stood up and leaned above Hannah; the blonde girl opened her pink
lips and received the sticky mix of her girlfriend’s saliva and my
white cum. Their petite tongue danced as they kissed and shared my
sperm.

“Mmmm…,” Hannah purred like a good kitten and she closed her
lips as she swallowed my cum. “You made a cool dessert, Dor’,” she
stated to her girlfriend, smiling.

“Shut
up, bitch,” Dorothy said and wiped some drops of cum with her red
nails from Hannah’s cheeks and licked her finger.

They both
giggled and I watched these two hot interns in awe, having sucked
me to spray all over their nasty faces in such a short time,
kneeling before me -- I recalled what I stated when I started at
this firm: it’s good to work at Walden, Inc.




 


 Chapter 2: First
Class

 


I could hardly
believe it; we were the only ones sitting at first class. Our
flight attendant told us something about the current economy and
the night flight, but I didn’t really pay her any attention. I
enjoyed the large space and I was happy Walden, Inc. paid the first
class tickets for the three of us.

There were
Bonnie, Carl and me arranging our bags into the luggage racks above
our seats. When my boss told me I had to go to Japan to get to know
my colleagues better and to participate in some meetings, I wasn’t
happy at all. But later on, I found out Bonnie was coming as well,
and the firm would pay all our expenses, so it promised to be an
exciting week.

So here we were
on the plane, packing our luggage into the shelves above the seats.
I helped Bonnie with her suitcase. Carl was already sitting beside
us, reading a Playboy issue with a grin on his face.

“Is
that chick from Two And A Half Men?” I asked, pointing to the cover
girl of the magazine.

“Yeah, Jenny McCarthy,” he said, checking the cover. “She’s
hot, isn’t she?”

“As I
recall, she was on the cover last year,” I said. Carl shrugged,
saying,

“I
don’t really have time to read my magazines,” he said. “They just
pile up on my shelves. But on a flight like this, I usually have
time for some reading.”

“Some
read Schopenauer, some read the Playboy,” Bonnie
giggled.

“Hey,
don’t judge me, okay?” Carl said.

We all sat down
and fastened our belts. It wasn’t long till the plane took
off.

 


*

 


I was having a
very bad dream. I was in a parking garage and Britney Spears was
chasing me with a whip. She shouted at me, “Work, bitch!” I
couldn’t escape her, anyhow I tried hiding behind a Maserati or a
Bugatti. She was spanking my bare ass with her long black whip and
shouted the same line at me again and again.

I woke up to a
sudden trembling of the plane. I looked around. Carl was snoring
beside me with his Playboy on his lap. As the cover crinkled, Jenny
McCarthy had a grin on her face.

I glanced over
at Bonnie. She was asleep. An eye mask was covering her eyes. Her
perky breasts rose and fell in slow motion under her blouse. She
even snored a bit which made her even cuter. Her legs were slightly
sprawled as she slept in the reclined airline seat.

I thought about
what she had said earlier, about how she would try to do it in
public. I thought about some of her hints -- her peeping at the
couple in the office, her willingness at the Halloween party, her
ass being fucked at the promotion party and so on. I came to the
idea I had to take my chances here and now, on this airline
flight.

I looked around.
Carl was sleeping as well, with his Playboy on his lap. His face
leaned to the window, but he didn’t seem to be bothered by the cool
surface.

There were no
other passengers in first class. The travelers in the coach class
sat behind us in another compartment, separated by a red curtain.
The flight attendants probably had their break since none of them
were around.

I opened my
safety belt. I stood up, looked around again, and checked whether
everything was safe. No one was around. I loosened my tie around my
neck and took it off. I untied it and leaned it over Bonnie’s arms.
It was long enough for me to gently tie her hands to the armrests.
I was working slowly, checking around again and again. I tied a
loose tie on her hands so she would be able to free herself easily,
if necessary.

I managed to tie
her arms without waking her up. I knelt down before her on the
carpet. I lifted her skirt slowly, but stealthily. I could see her
black thong under her skirt, barely covering her pussy.

Bonnie's
reclined seat gave me better access to her pussy. I touched the
inner part of her thigh. She twitched a bit, her head turned to the
other direction, but she didn’t change how she breathed. I thought
she was still sleeping.

I moved her
thong aside and exposed her slit. With my palm up, I slowly and
gently worked my middle finger all the way into her
cunt.

She sighed and
rolled her head to the side. I thought she might wake up, so I
removed my finger and placed it under my nose. Her musky pussy
scent caused my cock to inflate. When I realized Bonnie was still
sleeping, I put two fingers back in her pussy and moved them in and
out. Her lubrication began leaking out on my fingers and her pussy
odor filled the air.

When I began
moving my thumb over her clit, Bonnie woke up, pulled her eye mask
up and looked down at me.

“What
are you doing?” she asked.

“Relax,” I told her. “Let me take care of you.”

“You're going to get caught.”

“I've
checked, and the flight attendants are on a break,” I
answered.

“Well
then, you'd better hurry because you've made me horny.”

She smiled and
sprawled her legs further apart.

“Put
the mask back on,” I told her and she did, leaning back in the
reclined chair and let me finger her pussy.

I began moving
my fingers faster and faster inside her pussy while moving my thumb
in circles over her clit.

She lifted her
pelvis to give me better access to her pussy. I leaned forward and
flipped my tongue on her clit. When she tried to move her hands to
pull my head toward her pussy, she realized they were tied to the
arms.

I smeared her
pussy juices over her asshole and slowly pushed my middle finger in
it. It was tight and hot, as always.

“Oh... Fuck...,” she moaned. “I'm almost there.”

I continued
moving my fingers in and out of her pussy and ass and licking her
clit until her body went rigid and her orgasm hit her. Bonnie's
pussy and asshole clamped down on my fingers about ten times before
it ended, leaving her panting for breath.

I looked up at
her. She was smiling happily, but to my huge surprise, Carl was
awake, standing beside her with a huge grin on his face. His hands
even were fondling her breasts in her cleavage. How the hell did he
wake up and stand beside her? Was he a fucking Cherokee warrior or
what? And Bonnie was enjoying herself, she was smiling.

“Can
I join?” Carl asked, hoarsely. I thought it over. Fucking Bonnie in
the first class, miles high, in a threesome?

“Why
not?” I shrugged. “Let’s do her!”

“Cool,” he said, grinning. He released Bonnie’s boobs which
made her moan out disappointedly. He straightened up, grinning, and
opened his fly. Bonnie turned to the sound of his zipper and smiled
again. He took out his cock; it was hard already. He pointed it at
Bonnie’s face and pulled his foreskin back. He fondled it for a few
times, then touched her lips with the purple, shiny head of his
cock. Bonnie followed his cock with the eye mask still on, smiling
happily.

In a flash I had
my trousers and shorts around my knees. I placed Bonnie’s feet over
my shoulders and impaled her with my stiff cock. It wasn't the most
comfortable position that we'd ever used, but the airline seat
didn't give us any other choices.

I just plunged
my rod deep into her hot pussy when I saw a flight attendant slide
the red curtain aside. I just looked into her eyes and pictured how
she could see us -- a young brunette lying in the reclined chair
with her skirt pulled up and the eye mask still on her face, being
fucked by a horny guy dressed in his suit and she sucking another
guy’s dick. I saw her wink after she put her hand over her mouth,
then she quickly closed the curtain.

I fucked Bonnie
harder. She was panting and puffing almost as hard as after her
orgasm. When I stood up a little more, Bonnie was folded in half
with her feet near her head. The new angle gave me a better
opportunity to hit her G-spot with my cock and I got a closer look
at how she sucked Carl’s erect cock. He even grabbed her head and
pushed himself deeper to her throat with every thrust he made. As
he was moving in and out, his cock became more and more wet, and
her saliva even got smeared around her red lips.

She came again.
I knew she could cum really quickly when she has a hard cock in her
mouth, that’s why we did so much 69. She enjoyed it right now as
well. She held Carl’s cock deep in her mouth, and her whole body
trembled.

“That’s it, baby…,” Carl murmured. He pulled his cock out of
her mouth and smacked her cheeks with it a few times. Bonnie
enjoyed it with a smile, and we could feel her afterglow even with
her eye mask still on.

“Let
me have a bit of her pussy,” Carl said to me.

“Fine,” I said. “Sit on the chair.”

I released the
restraints on Bonnie’s arms and helped her get up. It was difficult
to control her with the eye mask still on her face. We had to move
slowly. I nodded to Carl. He sat on the chair, leaned back, and
helped Bonnie sit in his lap, facing him. She giggled when she felt
his erection between her thighs. He pulled her thong away, guided
his cock into her slit and when he succeeded, she sat on
it.

She just sat
there for a few seconds, enjoying Carl’s cock in her pussy. While
she did so, I took her hands, pulled them back behind her back an
leaned close to her ears,

“Do
you like his cock in your pussy?” I hissed to her. “Do you like it
deep in you?”

“Yes…,” she moaned like a kitten.

“Good…,” I said. Holding her hands I got to an idea. I picked
up my tie from the floor and tied her hands behind her back. She
moaned again, smiling, and started to ride Carl. She was moving
with long, slow thrusts on him, splitting herself on his stiff cock
again and again.

I bent her over
Carl and pulled her skirt up a bit more, and pulled her thong
sideways. I grabbed her ass and pushed her down on Carl’s cock to
the hilt.

“Now
you’re gonna get it, you little slut,” I said. I stood behind her
and slowly but firmly pushed my cock deep into her asshole. It was
so tight and hot I almost lost it.

“Ohhhh… yeah…,” she moaned. Her head dropped to Carl’s chest
and her hair covered her face. But I could tell she was enjoying
it.

“You’re a real bitch in heat,” Carl said.

“Fuck
me!” she ordered, and we obeyed happily.

I grabbed her
boobs and started fucking her ass. Her pussy fluids made my cock
wet and slippery so I could fuck her tight asshole with abandon. It
was so tight I felt like I’m splitting her in half. Besides, I
could feel Carl’s hard cock pounding her pussy. He held her by her
face and fucked her hard.

“Do
you like it?” I hissed in her ears. “Do you like being
double-fucked?”

“Fuck
yeah!” She said.

“I
bet you like it, you bitch!” Carl said to her. “I bet you like
being fucked in your ass and pussy at the same time.”

“Yeah...” Bonnie moaned.

Carl fucked her
with an evil grin on his face. He checked her hand being tied back
behind her, and pulled down his own tie as well. He continued
fucking her hard but tied his tie around her neck like a collar and
grabbed the end of it like a slip.

“We’re gonna fuck your brains out, bitch,” he exclaimed then he
turned to me, saying, “Here you are, brotha” and handed me the tie
sideways. I took the end of it and pulled Bonnie back just like a
bitch in heat. She straightened which caused our cock moving into
her in a different angle.

“Wow,” I moaned.

“Yeah...” she sighed and moved in contrast to our thrusts. We
fucked her balls deep with strong, hard thrusts.

“Fuck!” she cried out, and her body started to tremble. I
quickly put my palm to her mouth to keep her silent. She came with
us sandwiching her -- I felt her flesh spasming on my cock. She was
breathing hard. But we didn’t stop, we pushed our throbbing cocks
into her hot body again and again.

The red curtain
slid aside slightly and I saw two female flight attendants peeking
through the small opening, while we continued fucking Bonnie. That
caused me to shoot a huge load of sperm into her hot throbbing
asshole.

“Mmmm…,” she purred. “Come on, boys, fill me up...”

This did it for
Carl as well. I could feel through Bonnie’s pussy wall his cock
stiffening and trembling in her pussy. He let out a loud groan, and
thrust a last one, coming deep into her.

I slowly pulled
back. My cock popped out of Bonnie’s ravished asshole with an
audible ‘pop.’ I untied my tie around her hands and took Carl’s tie
from her neck and gave it back to him.

“Thanks, man,” he said. “I think I’m gonna keep it as a
memory.”

Bonnie adjusted
her hair back and pulled down her eye mask. Her face was red but I
could see in her eyes she really enjoyed the whole
session.

“Thank you, guys...” she said. “That was just what I
needed.”

I saw the
curtain open just a bit and both female flight attendants stepped
next to our seats.

“Welcome to the Mile-High Club,” the first one said. ”That was
pretty hot.”

The second
flight attendant gave us some warm, damp wash cloths. ”You'll need
these to clean up,” she added.

“Thank you,” Bonnie answered.

“I
hoped you liked the show,” Carl added, grinning.

“I
sure did,” the first one said, checking Carl out. “I haven’t seen
anyone fucking like that since I’ve worked here.”

The flight
attendants left for a couple minutes to let us wipe our fluids off
and get our clothing rearranged. The area around our seats smelled
like pussy.

A few minutes
later, the second flight attendant came back with a plastic bag to
drop the used wash cloths into.

“We'll be serving a meal in a few minutes. You probably need
it,” she winked.

“Oh
yeah,” Carl said. “We definitely do.” He sat into his chair and
opened his Playboy again. “Sorry, honey,” he said to Jenny McCarthy
on the cover, “I hope you don’t mind but ain’t got time for
culture.”




 


 Chapter 3: The
Auction

 


“Believe me, you will enjoy it!” Mr. Tagamoshi said. “Besides,
what can go wrong?”

Yeah. What can
go wrong? I recalled his last sentence at dawn again and again and
wished him to hell. But let me tell this crazy night from the
beginning.

The conference
we attended took place in Osaka, one of the largest financial
centers of Japan. We didn’t see much of the city, only went to the
location, Umeda Sky Building and started working. Carl, Bonnie and
I separated to a series of different meetings. I don’t know about
theirs, but mine were boring as hell. Plus, I was totally tired
because of the jet lag effect so I wasn’t effective at
all.

We didn’t meet
until the closing dinner in the evening. We had a buffet table full
of strange Japanese food; I could read their names written on small
tables before the trays: nikuyaga, gyoza, sushi, sashimi and so
on.

“How
was your day?” I asked Bonnie, when we finally had a chance of
being together, eating our food.

“Terrible,” she answered. “They got the whole idea of our
contracts wrong. I spent literally hours with correcting their
mistakes. What about you?”

“Well, I can’t exactly remember all the rubbish I talked myself
through today. Lucky I made notes,” I showed my palmtop to her. “I
hope I can work the details out from them next week, at
home.”

“Yeah, I miss home,” Bonnie said and switched to dessert. “And
we still have the closing party to attend to after this dinner. I
wonder what it will be like.”

We found it out
right after the dinner. Mr. Tagamoshi, the head executive of our
Japanese associates sat to our table. He was a small, bumptious man
with round glasses and a bald head.

“I
hope you enjoyed the dinner,” he told us. We agreed keenly and made
him sure we had the best dish of our lives. We didn’t tell him a
word about how much we hate to eat half-alive fishes and cold
rice.

“How
do you like our office building?” he moved on with the
chit-chatting.

“It’s
really beautiful,” I answered.

“I’m
so glad you like it. Did you know the Umeda Sky Building was
completed in 1993, and is 173 meters high? The skyscrapers are
equipped with superior safety measures such as earthquake-proofing
and disaster protection, and have a floating garden at the top,” he
raised his hand above his head. “With the passage of time, the
half-mirror glasses that cover the building reflect the sky on
their surface, so that the building seems to become one with the
firmament and it appears as if the garden is alone, floating there
in the blue.”

We nodded,
sipping from our drinks. I didn’t really know how to react on his
introduction to the building so we were just sitting there in an
awkward silence.

“So…
Did anybody tell you the theme of tonight’s party?” Mr. Tagamoshi
asked eventually.

“No,”
I answered. “Should we prepare for something?”

“Well, since a few years we have decided we should support
charity at our closing party. The HR department select each year
another organization to support. Usually, a huge sum of money is
collected. The HR is happy, the guests are entertained, the
reputation of the firm is rising, everybody wins.”

“Okay…,” I said, “but how is the money collecting exactly
going?”

“Oh,”
Mr. Tagamoshi said, smiling, “we found out a perfect way to do
that. We organize an auction.”

“An
auction, for like, dedicated baseball balls and
t-shirts?”

“More
like for people.”

There was a
little silence among us. I could hear the tingling of glasses from
the tables around us. We looked at each other with
Bonnie.

“Pardon?” she asked.

“Yes,
you heard it well,” Mr. Tagamoshi laughed. “We organize an auction
on which you can bid on our co-workers. The highest bid wins the
given colleague for the night.”

“What
do you exactly mean by that?” she narrowed her eyebrows.

“The
winner pays the money to charity, and in return, he or she owns the
auctioned person for a whole night. And he...”

“Or
she…,” I added, cocking my eye to Bonnie.

“Or
she can do with her companion whatever she wants.”

“What
are we talking about, exactly?”

“Well,” Mr. Tagamoshi shrugged, “Most people have a lunch
together. Some of us invite the other one to a tea ceremony. Once,
I was invited to an amusement park. So believe me, it can be
fun.”

“What
about...” asked Bonnie carefully, “any… deviant tasks?”

“Well,” he leaned back and crossed his finger on his belly,
“I’ve heard rumors about some sexual adventures going on on these
occasions, but I didn’t believe any of them. It wouldn’t be
appropriate and it would hurt the policy of our company, wouldn’t
it?” he said but the light reflected on his glasses so I couldn’t
tell whether he was joking.

“Yeah, I guess so...” I nodded. “Okay, thanks for the
enlightenment.”

“Oh,
this was more than just an… enlightenment,” he leaned over to me
and looked deep into my eyes. “To show how much we appreciate you
as our guests, I nominated the two of you to the list of attendees
on the auction tonight.”

“Pardon?” Bonnie asked with her eyes opened wide.

“This
is a great privilege with which we show our appreciation to our
guests. Believe me, you will enjoy it,” he patted our shoulders
reassuringly. “Besides, what can go wrong?”

With that, he
left us to entertain other couples having dinner. Bonnie got his
cell out of her purse and dialed immediately.

“I’m
gonna ask the Worm about this,” she said. “I don’t want to
participate in any unknown ceremonies here.”

I waited for her
to discuss the situation with our boss. As for me, I got a bit
curious about this evening. Who knows, it can shape even
well.

“His
cell is dead, as always,” Bonnie said.

“Then
we just have to go with the flow, I guess,” I shrugged.

The
dinner got to the end. The waiters cleaned the tables, the lights
went dim. A blonde singer stepped to the stage, dressed in chains,
and started to sing about the generic bullshit about love:
“There is everything, yet there is
nothing” and so on. The lyrics had not so
much sense but she was nice and hot in her red costume. All the men
around us seemed to like her.

“She’s Ayumi Hamasaki,” Bonnie said, looking her up on her
smartphone.

“Is
she the Japanese Britney Spears or something?”

“Apparently,” she nodded. “And she’s singing Wake Me Up right
now.”

The blonde girl
performed one more song then she left the stage. All the men were
applauding and cheering. They nodded to each other with a satisfied
smile on their faces.

“Thanks for Ayumi for this breath-stopping performance,” said
Mr. Tagamoshi, appearing back on the stage. “And now, the charity
auction we all have been waiting for!” he announced. “As you all
may know, the money we collect today goes to support the homes and
families ruined in Fukusima. So please go ahead, be noble, open
your wallet and donate!”

Everybody was
cheering and applauding. We did it with Bonnie, as well.

“And
to spice things up a little, the apropos of the charity donation
will be a little auction to our volunteers!”

“Volunteers, my ass,” Bonnie said to me. I shrugged and
listened to Mr. Tagamoshi.

“The
winners of the bids can spend a whole weekend with our lovely
volunteers! And remember,” he winked to the audience, “don’t be
naughty!”

Cheer and
applause again.

The auction
began. To my surprise, Carl was the first to be auctioned. He had a
smirk on his face as he stood on the stage, in the bright
lights.

“The
upset price is ten thousand yens!” Mr. Tagamoshi said. “Who gives
eleven thousand for this young and strong man?”

Three young
women started to bid on him immediately. The price went higher and
higher, and stopped at thirty thousand yens. Carl walked down from
the stage with a huge grin on her face and started flirting with
the winner, a young hot blonde executive. As they passed our table,
he winked at me.

“And
now, let’s see a beautiful brunette, Bonnie...” Mr. Tagamoshi
announced. Bonnie got up, whispering to me: “I hope I won’t be
bought by some pervert.” As she hurried to the stage, she had a
huge smile on her face. That’s my girl, I thought. She always tries
to get the best from the situation.

As she stepped
up to the stage, the bid immediately started. Mr. Tagamoshi didn’t
need to work too much, a handful of men raised their hand to show
they would like to spend a night with my girlfriend. I kinda liked
the situation, but got afraid of what Bonnie told me: she might get
into the hands of a pervert, or something.

As her price got
higher and higher, most of the men stopped bidding on her. They
were watching her beautiful, curvy body, her nice cleavage and
shiny brown hair. I could actually see a man beside me gulping one
as she watched her with blank eyes.

But only one man
wanted her enough to pay the highest bid for her. He was a
relatively short guy with grey hair, glasses and a dark suit. He
didn’t say anything just raised his hand to Mr. Tagamoshi again and
again. I could see Bonnie tried to catch a glimpse of him but the
lamps of the stage made it really impossible.

When the
mysterious stranger won the auction of Bonnie, I could see some of
the men around us leaning back into their chairs disappointedly.
The stranger stepped to the stage, held Bonnie’s hand and led her
out. I could still see her whispering “Help me” to me, but I just
spreaded my hands, showing, there is nothing I could do.

It was my turn.
Mr. Tagamoshi called me up to the stage, and introduced me to the
audience.

“And
here’s another of our colleagues from the U.S., Mr. John Smith, or
as his close friends call him, Johnny!”

I always hated
when people called me Johnny but didn’t say a word. I had my usual
smile on, and hoped for the best.

But it didn’t
come. Only a few bidders raised their hands and they quickly
disappeared when an old Japanese lady raised the stakes so high
they couldn’t compete with her. What does she want from me?, I
thought. Maybe a foot massage? Brrr… I checked her wrinkled skin
and was disgusted.

“Wonderful!” Mr. Tagamoshi stated. ‘Obasan Yakamoto, you’ve won
this beautiful specimen for the night!’

I could hear a
weak applause. I may have looked a little disappointed because Mr.
Tagamoshi covered his microphone and whispered to me strictly: “Be
careful and obedient, Mr. Smith! Mrs. Yakamoto is the widow of our
late executive. I hope we don’t get any bad news about your
performance tomorrow!”

I could see
there was no escape for me. I decided I will do whatever it takes
to attend to a good business relationship. So I followed the old
Japanese lady out of the room. At the entrance she tossed her bag
to me, and the porter called her limousine.

We got into her
pearly white limo. She eyed me up and down again. I felt like a
horse at a corner.

“Call
Maria and Aki, Jean,” she ordered to the driver and lit up a long
cigarette. As he made a conference call, she started jappering in
Japanese with the two other ladies in the line. I didn’t understand
anything what she said but I heard my name multiple times. After
she finished, she crossed her legs slowly like Sharon Stone did in
Basic Instinct. And I could tell neither was she wearing panties.
But she didn’t look as seductive as the blonde actress in that
movie at all.

“You
see what you like, Mr…. Smith?” she asked on her trembling
voice.

“Yeah… I think you’re beautiful, Mrs. Yakamoto!”

“Don’t bullshit to me!” she cried. “I know I’m old but I don’t
care. I have the same pussy as every 20-year-old bitch around
here!”

I thought it
would be wise not to say anything. She took out a smart phone from
her purse and took a picture of me.

“Perfect…” she stated. “Now we’ll have a picture before and
we’ll make another after… Or maybe more…”

She made another
one, this time zooming at my groin. This was the first time I
cursed Mr. Tagamoshi for his crazy auction.

The old lady
lived in a small apartment. I had to follow her inside.

“Take
off my shoes, slave,” she ordered. I knelt down and got a look at
her wrinkled feet. Well this wasn’t the way I imagined what I would
do tonight. But I took off her shoes, anyway, keeping back my
breath not to smell her ugly feet.

She tiptoed into
her apartment, throwing her coat to the floor. It was followed by
her gloves and her scarf. I thought I will better take them up and
when I was bending for them down, I could see she was checking me
from the room.

I put her
clothes and my coat to a hanger and stepped in her tiny apartment.
It was filled with china and tapestries. Everything smelled of
mothball. She pointed to a small door in the corner of the room. I
opened it -- it was a small room.

“Get
dressed in these, but fast,” said the old woman pointing to an
apron hanging there. “And don’t wear anything else. My friends are
coming over. We have to prepare everything.” And she shut the
door.

I got naked and
folded my clothes neatly. I had a feeling I would be in trouble if
Mrs. Yakamoto would find my clothes left about. Then I put the
apron on. It was the kind you can buy at fun shops, having printed
the body of a half-naked, muscular fireman at the front. He sure
had a bigger hose than me at that time. I felt like I was waiting
for an examination at the urologist.

I could hear
chatter. The other witches have arrived. I took a deep breath and
stepped out. They were coming into the sitting room, two
identical-looking old Japanese women. Aside from their clothes, I
couldn’t tell them apart from Mrs. Yakamoto, either. When they saw
me, started chatting in Japanese, again. My host showed them to me,
detailing some of my body parts.

“Turn
around, come on!” she ordered to me. I did, and they were having a
huge laugh at my butt. I thought I will show them something so I
jiggled it like a stripper. They were laughing more loudly, but
then Mrs. Yakamoto stopped them:

“Bring us tea, Mr. Smith! Everything is prepared there, just
biol some water and bring it in!”

I went out to
the kitchen. I didn’t really know much about Japanese so I was glad
the tea, the pots and everything else was prepared on a bamboo
tray. Even the water teapot was filled with water, so I turned it
on, and it turned off automatically after two minutes. I put the
teapot on the tray and brought everything inside -- desperately
paying attention not spill any hot water on my naked skin. I put
the tray on the coffee table and wanted to step back, but my host
stopped me:

“You’ll have the privilege of preparing our tea!”

“Sorry, but I...”

“You
don’t know how to make a maccha tea? You stupid Americans...” they
were laughing at me again. “Now I’m going to teach you, son! Put a
spoon of tea powder in my pot… some more… now pure some water in
it...”

She grabbed a
little bamboo stick from the tray and gave it to me.

“Now
mix it with this muddler. Fast! Come on, American boy! Mix it ‘till
it will be smooth and creamy! That’s right! Okay, go on and make
the tea for my guests as well!”

I prepared the
tea for the other ugly ladies as well. I managed not to spill out
anything. I was trying so hard sweat started to form on my
forehead. I had to mop it up with the apron, but it was made of
plastic so it was no use. But they took a look at my penis and they
started laughing again. I covered it with the apron but it was no
use, Mrs. Yakamoto raised the apron with another muddler
again.

“What
a toy you got there, American boy,” she said, laughing. “Turn
around!”

I did and I
could feel her spanking me with the muddler with short
strikes.

“Bend
over!” she ordered. I slightly bent over and they were laughing
even loudly. The old witch was spanking me harder, one of her
strikes got on my balls.

That was when I
had enough. I managed to repress my anger, only hissed and
straightened up, turning around, asking them:

“Can
I get you anything else, ladies?”

“Sure, American boy!” Mrs. Yakamoto stated. “Get us some
wagashi from the fridge!”

I didn’t know
what the hell wagashi was. I only used the opportunity to escape.
Unfortunately, my clothes were in the closet where I had to change
to this horrible apron and I couldn’t get them without the old
witches noticing me. But I got my coat from the hanger in which I
had my phone and my wallet -- I didn’t really need anything
else.

I don’t want to
detail how I sneaked out of the apartment, covered myself with my
coat to cover my bare ass and the horrible apron; how were
passerbys watching me; how the cab driver looked at me when I got
into his vehicle. Let’s just say I took a mental note on not to
participate in Japanese auctions in the future. Like ever. Then
took a shower, put on a tender bathrobe, turn the TV on and waited
for Bonnie to arrive from her night.




 


 Chapter 4: Bonnie’s
Initiation

 


“Okay, I will
tell you everything,” Bonnie said. “But give me a half an hour
first.”

I agreed. She
looked like she could use some rest; her cheeks were red, and her
hair was messy and sloppy.

I helped her
undress. She went into the bathroom and took a long hot shower. She
was in there so long that steam was coming out through the door
left ajar.

I listened as
she was singing a song. She seemed relaxed yet tired. I called the
room service and ordered two roast beef dinners and a bottle of
champagne.

She stepped out
of the shower, with her freshly washed body and hair. She sat to
the table beside me, with only a short towel wrapped around her
body—her boobs were barely covered by the top, and her pussy wasn't
fully covered by the bottom. She ate the dinner like someone who
hadn’t eaten in weeks. After she gorged, she leaned back in her
seat and started telling me her night.

 


“After the stranger bought me, he took my hand and led me out
of the room. I could still hear 'you’re next,' but I couldn’t check
who bought you. I was checking this stranger out: black hair,
muscular body, dark grey suit. I couldn’t deduce anything
particular about him.

“'I’m
doctor Surlove, I’ve been living here for a few years. You can call
me doctor, or...' he hesitated, 'Master for tonight.'”

“All
right, Master, I answered. My name is Bonnie and I’m here
representing Walden, Inc.

“We
stepped into the elevator. There were only the two of us in it. It
had glass walls so we could see the whole city below us. I admired
the view as he stepped behind me.

“I
could feel the Doctor checking me out again. Then he reached out
and pressed the STOP button. I turned around and found him facing
me.

“'Who’s your Master for tonight?' he asked.

“You’re my Master, I answered immediately. And I’m your
slut.”

“'Oh
no,'” he said. “'Not yet. You’ll have to earn that.'”

“I
followed him into the game, asking, How can I earn it,
Master?”

“'You
can earn it right here and right now.'”

“There was a moment of silence. I could feel my heart beating
in my chest. If I were to continue this game, there would be no
stopping me tonight.

“We
were looking deep into each other’s eyes.”

“'Get
on your knees', he said.”

“I
looked into his eyes once more and I decided I'd play his game. And
I knew what he wanted. I got on my knees immediately and opened up
his fly. I knew I had to be quick since people were waiting for
this elevator.

“I
took his cock out. It was a nice, long one, and it was hardening
already. I pulled his foreskin back and while looking into his
eyes, I licked around the head. He smiled and nodded.

“‘Good girl,’ he said. ‘Now show me what you got.’”

“I
opened my lips and took the head of his cock into my mouth. I could
feel him hardening in my mouth. He even moaned out loud.

“I
took his cock deeper into my mouth. I let my saliva drool around
it, then removed it. It was fully erected now, glistening in the
bright light of the elevator. I admired it for a moment then
reminded myself we don’t have much time. So I placed it back into
my mouth and started sucking it and bobbing with my
head.

“I
even closed my eyes I enjoyed the moment so much. I was on my knees
in this elevator, thousands of miles away from home, with the whole
of Osaka below us, and I was sucking this stranger’s cock who I
just met and who just bought me for the whole night.

“He
grabbed my head and started fucking my face. He pushed his cock
really deep and I swallowed easily.

“He
released my head so I removed his wet cock from my mouth so I could
breathe. The mix of my saliva and his precum were dripping from it
to my cleavage and my neck.

The Doctor was
panting as well and looked at me, with uncontrollable lust in his
eyes.

“‘Jerk it on your face,’ he ordered. And I did. I left my lips
slightly open and jerked his cock wildly in front of my face. The
Doctor leaned back, let out a loud groan and sprayed everything he
had on my face. He must have collected it for several days since I
got a huge amount of fresh, hot sperm on my cheeks and on my lips.
I wanted to lick it up gracefully but he stopped me, saying, “'Let
it shine on your face. I want everybody to see you’re my
slut.'”

“And
he pulled out his belt from his trousers.

“'Now
you've earned the right to be my slut,'” he said. And I could see
his belt even had the word SLUT
written on it. He had really prepared for this
auction! It looked wild and scary yet it was intriguing. I was
wondering how far this game would go. And I admit, I had fun! This
guy was strange but attractive, and he had some nice ideas I could
enjoy. So I decided I would go on.

“Yes,
Sir,” I bent my head towards him and let him put his belt on my
neck. I felt like a wild animal on a leash.

“He
pressed the STOP button again. The elevator started and within
second, we were at the ground level. When the door opened, there
were a few people waiting; the Doctor stepped forward and led me
out among the people. I held my head up proudly and followed him. I
heard whispers behind me but we left quickly, leaving them standing
there. I hoped no one took a picture of me -- I have to admit, I
was too horny to think about that.

“The
Doctor gave his card to the valet and waited for his car to arrive.
He looked me up and down, and said, “'I’m proud of you, slut. You
passed the first test.'”

“Thank you, Master,” I answered. “I hope I won’t disappoint
you.”

“'I’m
sure you won’t,'” he said.




 


Chapter 5:
Bonnie’s Night




“I
sat next to the Doctor in his car. He was driving calm and
relaxed.

“When
he stopped the car at the first red traffic lights, the Doctor
turned to me and checked me out. I could tell he liked what he saw
since his eyes were smiling. But he said nothing, only pressed the
Play button on the media player in the car. First I thought it
would be AC/DC or Def Leppard or some other classic rock, maybe
metal but it proved to be Taylor Swift’s new album, you know, the
Red. I wouldn’t think about this guy listen to a country-pop female
singer. He was actually thrumming on the wheel and singing the
lyrics along!

“Taylor Swift was singing ‘We Are
Never Ever Getting Back Together’ when we
arrived to the Doctor’s house. It was a beautiful villa at the side
of the city, among the trees. It had large glass walls and a cubic
structure.

“The
Doctor led me into the house. He opened the door before me, and
helped me with my coat. He was a real gentleman, even asked if he
could give me something to drink. I asked for a Margarita. As he
prepared it I checked around the living room. It had huge glasses
to the forest around us, expensive looking black leather couch and
matching armchairs. There were modern, blissful pictures hanging on
the walls. The center of the living room was occupied by a large
black table.

“‘I
was planning to have guests tonight,’ the Doctor said, handing over
my Margarita. ‘My friends are coming over to our monthly usual
poker night. I had to attend this boring business dinner downtown,
but I haven’t regretted it since I managed to invite you
here.’

“Well, it wasn’t actually an invitation…” I started but he
shrugged:

“‘You
know what I mean. And as far as I could see it in the elevator, you
didn’t like my “initiation” at all. Right?’

“I
didn’t say anything but I could feel my cheeks going red. I sipped
a gulp from my cocktail quickly.

“‘I
take it as a yes,’ he said. ‘And now comes the big question: do you
want to be my maid for tonight?’

“What
does this exactly mean?” I asked.

“‘First of all, you served me tonight more than perfectly,’ he
said, grinning. ‘Your official duties are accomplished, I’m totally
satisfied with today’s auction. I got my money’s worth, if you
don’t mind me saying so. You can go home, if you want.’

“What
if I stay…?” I asked.

“‘If
you choose to stay,you’ll have to serve my guests tonight as my
personal maid. You’ll have to fulfill our every wish no matter how
nasty or dirty they will be.’

“Wow…” I said. “This really sounds…”

“‘Nasty?’ he asked.

“Yeah…” I agreed, nodding. “Just to make it clear, can you tell
me anything about these wishes? Maybe some details or
examples?”

“‘No,’ he said. ‘I don’t want to spoil the night. Let me put it
this way: if you choose to stay, you will have a night you will
never forget. You may not sit straight for a few days, but you will
definitely enjoy it.’

“I
suspected he meant anal sex, and he meant lots of it. Which I
didn’t really mind. So I looked around, more like to gain courage
to say yes to his wild offer.

“When
do I have to decide?” I asked, sipping another one from my
Margarita.

“‘My
buddies will be here in half an hour,’ he said, checking the time
on his watch. ‘You’ll still have to change your clothes and
prepare, so this means, you’ll have to decide it… about
now.’

“I
could feel the whole room spinning around me. Do I really want to
serve this stranger and his friends? Do I really want to jump in
this strange adventure?

“”Yes,” I said, half aloud.

“‘Pardon?’ he asked, putting down his whiskey on the table. ‘I
don’t think I heard you well.’

“Yes,
I will be your maid and slave for tonight. And I will serve and
fulfill your and your friends’ every wish.”

“‘No
matter how dirty they will be?’ he asked, smiling.

“That’s right. In fact, the dirtier the better.”

“‘Perfect!’ he stated, and checked the time again. ‘Then please
follow me to your room.’

“He
led me to a small room with a bench in it. It had two large
wardrobes which he opened before me. Checking what they contained
made me re-think my decision. They were filled with all kinds of
sexual toys: whips, pink hand cuffs, dildos, nipple clips and
strap-ons. He stood before the shelves and hand-picked a pair of
black high heels for me.

“‘Take them on,’ he said, and chose other things from the
wardrobes: ‘And this...’ handed me over a black latex dress which
was so short I was sure it will cover neither my breasts nor my
ass. I decided I will go on and play it by his rules; I took the
shoes and the clothes over without a word. I even started to get
naked.

“‘Oh
and not to forget the last, but most important piece...’ he added
and gave me a black butt plug with a huge grin. It was shiny and
curvy; it even had a small piece of jewel at the base of
it.

“What
should I do with this one?” I asked.

“‘I
hope you’re only joking,’ he answered. ‘Please hurry. You have...’
he checked his watch again, ‘25 minutes. The toilet is there,’ he
waved to a hidden door at the end of the cupboard, ‘if you need
it.’

With that, he
left and I remained there sitting on the cool bench, with high
heels and a latex dress beside me and a black butt plug in my
hands.

I
took my time. I got naked, and tried the high heels on. They
matched perfectly and even looked sexy on my feet -- I wondered how
the Doctor found out my size. Aside from the high heels, I got only
the Doctor’s belt on my body, serving now as a collar. It was the
one the Doctor gave me in the elevator, with the word
SLUT on it. I didn’t take
it off since I thought it will match the latex dress on
me.

I tiptoed into
the bathroom and used it for a few minutes to refresh myself. I
found some clean towels and a small bottle of lubricant in the
bathroom. I washed the remains of the Doctor’s cum off of my face,
drank some water and adjusted my hair and make-up. Then I went
back, took the latex dress on -- again, it fit perfectly. As I
guessed, it didn’t cover my breasts, in fact, it raised them a bit.
My groin became also naked. I knelt down at the bench and smeared a
good amount of lubricant all over the butt plug. Then I pressed
some into my asshole as well. I suspected I will need lots and lots
of lubrication tonight but I will barely have the time to get new
portions of it.

I put the end of
the plug to my asshole, and slowly, closing my eyes, I pushed it
inside. It didn’t manage to enter at first, but I relaxed a bit,
and pulled aside one of my cheeks with my free hand. I managed to
press it in -- after it slid through the gate, it easily penetrated
my ass deeper, until its base stuck at my rim.

“That’s when I heard the doorbell rang. The door of the small
room opened and the Doctor found me there on my knees, with my
hands on my bare ass, in the black latex dress and his belt on my
neck. I could tell he enjoyed the view since he licked his lips and
said, ‘Come on, my slave, it’s time to welcome the
guests.’

I stood up,
adjusted the latex dress on me, and stepped out into the living
room. The black table now was occupied by some sets of cards and
chips.

The doorbell
rang again.

“‘Go
on!’ the Doctor ordered. ‘Open the door!’

I tiptoed to the
door and opened it. There were two large guys standing out on the
door-still.

“‘Wow!’ the first one said, checking me out. He was a huge black
guy with a bald head and a black suit. Even his tie was black so he
looked like a bodyguard.

The other guy
only whistled one as he leant his head sideways and watched me up
and down. He was smaller and thinner but muscular. He wasn’t
dressed so formally; he had jeans and a short shirt which barely
covered his huge tattoos on his arms and his neck.

“‘Can
we come in?’ the black guy asked.

“Of
course, sorry,” I made a small pirouette as I could recall from my
years learning ballet. “Welcome to the Master’s house I’m your maid
tonight.”

The small guy
whistled again. The Doctor was already behind me so I stepped aside
and let them in.

“‘Wow, Doc’,’ the black guy said, checking my body, ‘you sure
got a hot bitch here tonight. What’s your name, beauty?’

“You
can call me Slave tonight,” I answered and I could see the Doctor
nodding with a smile. ‘Wow, man,’ the black guy added, ‘you surely
trained this bitch well.’ and he slapped my ass cheek with a grin
on his face. ‘Hey she’s even got the secret collar on,’ he said,
watching the belt on my neck serving as a collar
closely.

“‘Wait till I tell you how she deserved it,’ the Doctor said,
then greeted his friends and invited them in. ‘Pour us some
whiskey, slave,’ he said to me. I tiptoed to the bar and took out
some glasses. I prepared whiskey on ice to the men while they were
listening to the Doctor’s story about how he had won me at the
auction and how he had initiated me in the elevator. The guests
were grinning and kidding about it, especially, when the Doctor
stated I will be their special entertainment tonight.

“‘She
will be here through our game and will do whatever you guys ask
from her.’

“‘She
will do anything?’ the small guy asked.

“‘Absolutely anything!’ the Doctor said.

“‘Wow...’ the black guy said.

I served the
drinks. I leaned down with the tray and I let them admire my
breasts hanging a few inches from their faces.

“‘Thanks, slave,’ the Doctor said.

“Do
you require anything else, Master?” I asked.

“‘You
can leave the bottle here’, he said, and put it on the table. ‘I
ain’t got anything else right now, slave. What about you, guys?’ he
turned to his friends.

“‘Actually, I got here right from the duty so a sandwich would
be nice… slave…,’ the black guy said. The other one didn’t say
anything just whistled again, checking me out. I nodded and tiptoed
to the kitchen. I found some food in the refrigerator along with
some bottles of champagne and a few portions of olive. I put
together a sandwich with a large portion of meat in it, and even
managed to roast it a bit with a small electric oven I found
there.

I found a good
portion of fresh tiramisu in the refrigerator. I parted it into
three small bowls and put it on the tray beside the
sandwich.

When I got back,
the men were already busy with playing poker. The small guy and the
Doctor were even smoking some thick cigars. I tiptoed to the large
black guy and put the sandwich beside his set of cards on the
table.

“‘Wow, thanks, slave!’ he said. ‘It smells really good! Did you
guys know the word ‘sandwich’ is originated from a night of cards
like this? A count named Sandwich was so busy playing cards his
butler worried about him and put a piece of meat on a piece of
bread...’

“‘And
served it to the count, yeah, we know that,’ the Doctor said, with
his attention on the cards. “Would you please shut the fuck up and
play?’

“‘Hey, man, just because you have no luck doesn’t mean you have
to be rude,’ the black guy said and put some cards on the table,
and started eating the sandwich I prepared for him.

“The
Doctor was really concentrating on his cards. I wanted to have a
joke on him so I stepped behind him, leaned over his ears and I
blew a hot breath into them. This threw him out of his mental
balance: he jumped up to his feet right away and threw his cards to
the table!

“‘What are you doing, bitch?’ he shouted. ‘We’re playing serious
here!’

“I
smiled since he clearly was losing in the game.

“‘Don’t smile on me!’ he continued. ‘Make yourself
useful!’

“How
may I do so, my Master?” I asked.

“‘Yeah, Doc, how may she do so?’ the black guy said, with his
mouth full of the sandwich.

“‘You
know what?’ the Doctor said, looking at the small guy who was happy
with his cards and blowing circles of fume to the air from his
cigar. ‘Get on your knees and go under the table: take out this
guy’s cock and suck him off. I want to see his poker face when you
distract him.’

“‘Hey, man, there’s no need for that,’ the small guy
said.

“‘Yeah, there is,’ the Doctor said. I could tell he was angry.
‘Get down there, bitch, and show him how to play this
game.’

“I
knelt down and crawled obediently under the table, although it was
hard to move in that tight latex dress. The Doctor sat down and I
could hear they continued playing the game.

“It
was darker down there and the smoke got stuck under the table. But
I could see my latex-covered body had their effect on these guys:
each of them had a nice bulk at their groin. I moved closer to the
small guys but then I got an idea: I will play a bit with my Master
tonight. Besides, I just love black cocks. So I moved closer to the
black guy and opened his zip slowly, not to be heard. I managed to
zip it open without a sound. I took his cock out: it was huge! It
was just as black as his body and had thick veins around
it.

“I
licked its head around. I could feel him tensioning but I hoped the
Master didn’t see it on his face. I took his head between my lips
and started fondling it with my tongue. I used a lot of saliva to
make it all wet.

“Meanwhile, I checked the butt plug in my bare ass with my free
hand. It was still stuck there so I continued sucking the huge
black cock in my mouth. I let it deeper into my mouth and started
bobbing on it up and down. I could swallow only the half of it; the
tip pressed to the roof of my mouth again and again. I could tell I
will have some troubles with this huge cock later if he wants to
fuck me but I continued anyway, it tasted so good. I supported
myself with my hand on the cool floor. The huge head was throbbing
in my mouth; I watered it with my saliva so much it even poured
onto his balls making his pants wet.

“I
could feel him shifting position; he must have had a hard time
concentrating on the cards and keeping his poker face. I hope he
finished eating his sandwich, tough. But frankly, I didn’t care: I
just enjoyed his beautiful hard cock in my mouth.

“I
could tell his duty spared his cock whatever it was. He couldn’t
keep up too long and after a good hard sucking, I could feel him
spraying his huge hot load into my mouth. I swallowed it quickly,
it was hot and fresh, just the way I like cum. I tried to swallow
it all, but some dripped out at the corner of my lips.

“‘Oh…
‘ I heard him making a loud sigh and I knew immediately we’re
busted. That’s right: the Doctor looked under the table and when he
saw me there, his face reddened.

“‘What the fuck?’ he shouted. ‘That’s not what I ordered you to
do! Get out of there, right now!’

“I
crawled up from under the table, and moped up the black guy’s cum
from my lips with the back of my hand.

“‘You’ve been a bad girl,’ the Doctor said. ‘A very bad bad
girl. You just made me loose a huge amount. Now I’ll have to punish
you. Guys, help me teaching this slut a lesson!’

‘I
turned around. Both of the guests stood up and threw their cards on
the table. The black guy’s cock was hanging out of his zip and
small drops of cum were dripping from the end of it on his black
trousers.

“‘Sorry, Doc,’ he said. ‘She’s such a talented cock
sucker!’

“‘Hey, the Doctor was right, let’s do it!’ the small guy said,
with the cigar still in his mouth. ‘It looks like I’m the only one
who hadn’t touched this nice piece of ass here,’ he slapped a hard
one on my ass cheeks. ‘Wait…,’ he said and pulled my ass cheeks
apart. ‘Wow wow wow, look what we have here,’ and he showed the
butt plug in my ass to the other men.

“‘Wow, Doc, you crazy old motherfucker,’ the black guy stated,
and I could see his long hard cock hardening again. ‘You prepared a
nice surprise for us!’

‘The
Doctor smiled and I felt he’s not angry at all.

“‘Come on, honey, show us, what you got! Get on the table!’ the
small guy said, slapping my ass again.

I climbed on the
table on my all fours. I pushed my ass out a bit and looked up to
the guys around me.

“‘Check out this little kitten...’ the small guy murmured. ‘All
she wants is to be fucked hard. Is that right, bitch?’

“Yes,
Sir!” I said, actually, admitted. I had already had two large
amounts of cum in my stomach tonight; I was almost naked, on my
fours in front of these strangers and I had a butt plug in my
ass.

“‘Look at her pussy!’ the tattooed guy said. ‘It’s already
dripping wet! She enjoys this like hell!’

“I
do, Sir!” I admitted it, again. ‘And I deserve whatever punishment
you want for me.’ And I let my head down. My hair fell before my
face. The tattooed guy smacked my ass again, but this time, he
leaned on it and placed a kiss on my cheek. This tenderness
surprised me, and it even continued; the guy went on kissing my ass
cheek, and I felt another mouth on the other one: it was the black
guy. His huge lips and tongue caressed all over my half
butt.

“‘I’m
glad you like my surprise, guys,’ the Doctor said.

“‘Fuck yeah, Doc’,’ the tattooed guy said. ‘And I think I want
another taste of her.’

“They
turned me around. I felt sorry because they stopped licking and
kissing my ass but I was hoping they will fondle me in another way.
I had to kneel down with my thighs apart. The Master bent me back
so he supported me from behind. The black guy took my hands behind
my back with one hand, and grabbed the bottle of whiskey from the
table.

“‘Take her legs!’ he ordered. The tattooed guy sat down on a
chair beside the table so his head was in line with my pussy. He
admired what he saw down there for a moment, even tasted his tongue
loudly. He unbuttoned his shirt and threw it to the ground. I could
see the tattoos were covering all his chest: a blue dragon and a
skull. Then he said, ‘Pour that whiskey over her!’ and he leaned
between my thighs, and parted my knees with his muscular hands. The
black guy started dripping whiskey on my breasts. He did it
carefully, not to waste any of it. The cool liquid poured down and
in between my breasts, on my belly, to my pussy where the stranger
licked it off with huge movements. The pure alcohol felt tingling
on my pussy but he did a good job and licked it off
quickly.

“‘Does she taste good?’ the black guy asked,
laughing.

“‘Fuck yeah, she does’ the other one said, looking up from
between my thighs, but in this position the whiskey dripped on his
face. He shook it off, laughing, and went back at licking my pussy.
He closed his eyes and enjoyed the whiskey he was drinking from my
slit.

The black guy
put the bottle on the table and fondled my wet breasts with his
large, warm hands. He even licked the remains of the whiskey form
them. And when he reached my nipples with his tongue, I couldn’t
take it anymore. This night proved to be adventorous and sexy
enough for me to come: my whole body was trembling. I came right
there, kneeling on the table, my thighs spread wide and a stranger
licking my pussy. Lucky the black guy was holding me from behind;
my knees went so weak I could have fallen off.

“‘She
loves it, man,’ the black guy said.

“‘Yeah, I can see that’, the other one added. ‘But now I want to
plunge my dick deep into her pussy.’

“They
helped me climb down the table. The small guy quickly unzipped his
pants, sat in a chair and made me sit into his lap, with my thighs
spread wide on his. He guided his hard cock into my dripping wet
pussy. I closed my eyes and slowly sat on it. It penetrated my
pussy right away. I sighed out loudly, enjoying the hard cock in my
pussy. It filled me easily, especially since the butt plug was
still in my ass.

“‘You
so tight, bitch,’ the guy said. He pressed my breasts together and
kissed them. ‘And I fucking love your tits,’ he said, and buried
his face between them.

“I
sighed out loud again and let my head back. It was so good being
fucked and fondled by these guys. I wanted to feel the orgasm again
and again.

“The
black guy stood beside us. He was now naked, and his cock hard and
ready for another round. I leaned on it immediately and took it
into my mouth. I could feel it being even harder than the first
time. But now I had more room to get to it so I used my hand to
fondle his balls while I sucked his beautiful rod.

“I
was riding the tattooed guy with abandon. He was thrusting with his
hips into me with the same rhythm. I could feel my pussy juices
pouring down on his cock and on his balls.

“I
could feel a hand at my butt; it was the Doctor, he was standing
beside me and he managed to grab the end of the butt plug in my
asshole. I slowed down and he tried to pull it out from me. At
first, he didn’t manage to do so, so I stopped riding the tattooed
guy, even let the huge black cock out of my mouth, turned around
and asked, “What are you doing?”

“‘What are you doing, Master?’ he added, actually not really
looking into my eyes but being transfixed by the plug in my
butt.

“Sorry… Master…,” I said.

“‘I’m
trying to… get this thing out of here...’

“I
leaned forward and tried to loosen my butt a little. It was a bit
hard since the tattooed guy’s cock was throbbing in my pussy and he
was still fondling my tits just like his black friend did. But the
Doctor could better grip the plug form this angle and slowly pulled
it out. I sighed out and buried my head into the small guy’s
shoulders; I felt emptiness in my butt -- I actually missed it, and
felt my asshole gaping at inches in front of the Doctor’s
face.

“‘Wow...’ he said, admiring my asshole, ‘gentlemen, I think her
ass is ready...’

“‘Hell yeah,’ the black guy said. ‘I wanna fuck it right now!
Sorry, dude,’ he said to the tattooed guy, giving him a smack on
his shoulder,‘I can’t wait anymore!’

“‘That’s okay, put your cock in her, she’s a pro!’ his buddy
said.

“They
helped me on my all fours on the table again. The Doctor pulled my
ass cheeks apart, and watched my asshole closely. He licked it over
with slow, sensual motions with his huge tongue. I moaned and
enjoyed this licking very much. He even pushed his tongue deeper
into my asshole and moved it around.

“The
black guy climbed behind me and pressed his cock right away to my
asshole. I was glad I had prepared my asshole for this kind of
penetration earlier; I leaned with my head down and relaxed my ass
for the huge black cock. It could hardly fit in, but he entered me
anyway. His hard cock filled my ass completely, I felt like I was a
stuffed animal.

“‘Ohh… yeahh...’ the black guy sighed relaxed. It must have been
a long time since he fucked a tight white ass like mine. ‘I fucking
love this bitch, Doc’!’

“The
Doctor was standing at my face. He already had his cock out and
pushed it to my face. I knew what to do; I was his slave, as a
matter of fact. So I let it slide into my mouth and started sucking
it as hard as I could. The black guy started fucking my ass, his
huge cock was sliding in and out of my hungry asshole. He gripped
my hips with his huge hands and was really giving it to me. I could
hardly concentrate on the cock in my mouth but I knew I had to,
that’s what my Master wanted. So I bobbed on it in the same rhythm
as the black guy fucked me from behind.

“‘That’s right, let’s roast this bitch!’ the black guy shouted
and all the men were laughing. The Doctor grabbed my head and
started fucking my mouth. He pushed his cock really deep onto my
throat.

“I
closed my eyes and let these guys use my body. They were fucking me
just like a sex toy and I really loved it. I was so excited I could
feel my pussy juices running down my thighs. They fucked me so hard
the whole table was shaking below us; the chips were actually
falling down to the carpet.

“But
this wasn’t enough, the third guy was beside me again, taking a
black whip in his hands. The Doctor answered something but I didn’t
understand it, I was busy with the two cocks pounding my ass and my
mouth. But I could feel the whipping on my bare ass. The tattooed
guy whipped my back as well but the black latex dress softened the
splashes so basically I felt only some tickling. But my ass was
more sensitive, I could feel my veins throbbing because of the
whipping I got there.

“‘Hey, don’t hit my balls!’ the black guy shouted behind me and
all of us laughed; well, my laughing was muffled by the Doctor’s
cock in my mouth. But from that on, I could feel the strikes a bit
higher. I could tell he was doing it for the fun; it didn’t hurt at
all, but excited me even better.

“The
black guy pulled out his huge cock from my ass; I didn’t expect it
so I kind of fell back to him, releasing the Doctor’s cock out of
my mouth. A thin slide of saliva dripped from my lips and his cock
down.

“‘Now
let’s fuck her the way she deserves!’ the Doctor cried out. He
sweeped the chips and the cards down the desk and lay on it. He
made me sit in his lap and guided his cock into my dripping wet
pussy. It slid in easily, deep, until the root. I even leaned back,
let it enter me balls deep. The black guy immediately started
fondling my tits, pressing his head between them. My body and his
bald head was in hot sweat.

“I
could feel the tattooed guy pressing me forward. He climbed behind
me on the table and pressed his cock at the entrance of my ass.
Lucky he didn’t have such a large cock as the black guy since the
two cocks would have made serious injuries inside me. But these
cocks matched perfectly; I even thought about maybe they weren’t
doing this for the first time.

“As
the small guy slid his cock into my anus, he and the Doctor started
fucking me. I felt so full, it really was a double penetration.
They started with furious thrusts, but gradually synchronized their
movements so they started to fuck me in the same rhythm. I enjoyed
it with loud screams and moans.

“The
black guy released my tits and knelt up on the table. His cock was
standing at my face and he gently pushed my head on it. I closed my
eyes and let the third cock slide into my body.

“I
tried to hold myself and match the rhythm I got from the serious
full penetration. My fluids were dripping all over the Doctor’s
cock, I could feel them each time his cock entered me balls
deep.

“After my first orgasm in this position, I relaxed my body. I
was nothing more than their fuck toy and they tried to fuck the
shit out of me. and I really enjoyed it. I didn’t feel any tension,
any stress, only release. And orgasm. I couldn’t tell how many
times I did come with these three hard cocks in my body.

“All
the three of them were fucking me with all their power. Their cocks
pounded my pussy, my asshole and my mouth at the same time. My
whole body was on fire. I’ve never felt so full in my life. It was
frightening yet wonderful at the same time.

“That
was when the black guy couldn’t take it any longer. He pulled out
his huge cock from my mouth. I thought he will jerk it on my face,
but he looked at me, then said,

“‘Wait a second!’ And pulled the small bowl with the tiramisu to
us. I couldn’t really concentrate on what he wanted to do with it
since the Master was pounding my pussy, and the tattooed guy was
fucking my ass. I leaned down on the Doctor’s chest and let the two
men fuck my brains out. The black guy held the bowl of tiramisu
beside my face and jerked his cock furiously for a second. He only
needed a few moves and his cock shot out. The first hot spurt shot
above the bowl and hit my cheeks. I closed my eyes instinctively,
but I felt no more shots on my skin. I opened my eyes again: the
black guy was shooting his hot, thick sperm into the tiramisu.
That’s right, he pushed the head of his cock into the black dessert
an let all his juices pour into it.

“Now
you may find it gross, but I couldn’t really think about anything
like that, since the two other men were fucking me relentlessly. I
watched moaning and groaning as the black guy finished his business
with the tiramisu and put it down. He pushed his cock back between
my lips. I couldn’t really concentrate on sucking him so he just
smeared the mix of the tiramisu and his sperm over my lips. After
that, he sat down beside the table, totally spent, and poured
himself another glass of whiskey. He sat there and watched me
getting fucked by his poker buddies.

“The
tattooed guy was next. I could feel him pounding my ass as hard as
he could. He was using me like a piece of flesh, again, and shouted
at me things like ‘That’s it, bitch!’, ‘I’m gonna fuck your brains
out!’ and so on. I felt like a real whore being sandwiched and this
feeling put me through the edge. I came again, this time I felt
like I would faint. The world disappeared for a moment, my whole
body trembled. I could see sparkles.

“When
I came back to my senses I felt the guy behind me pulling his cock
out of my ass. He snapped a loud one on my ass, and
shouted,

“‘Gimme that shit!’

“The
black guy tossed the tiramisu through the table. The tattooed guy
got it and pressed his cock into the black cream like the black guy
had just done. My eyes were half open as I lay on the Doctor’s
chest and watched as the tattooed man unloaded all his sperm into
the tiramisu. Some of his white drops fell on the top of the cream,
but the most of it went inside the cream.

“‘Hell, yeah…,’ he groaned out loud. ‘That was
good...’

“Both
he and the black guy laughed. They even gave each other a high five
above the table. Then small guy gulped one from the whiskey
bottle.

“‘Fuck, I’ve run dry,’ he said. ‘And I’m hungry!’ And he went
out into the kitchen.

“The
Doctor didn’t give up. He was slowly, but continuously fucking my
pussy. My ass was sensible from the pounding I had just recieved so
I decided I would help him finish. I sat up, sank deep on her cock,
and started riding him hard. He immediately released my ass cheeks
and grabbed my tits. I really liked his muscular arms, his grip on
my sensitive nipples and the lust in his eyes. And most of all, his
moves; he wasn’t pounding as hard as he did before. We were moving
in a steady, good rhythm. I closed my eyes and enjoyed his cock
deep inside me.

“I
knew I wouldn’t come again so I took the bowl with the tiramisu and
showed it to him, saying,

“Please give me your part of the dessert, Master.”

“‘Okay,’ he nodded. I climbed off of him. He jumped up. ‘Get on
your knees, slave!’ I had to admit, he had the strength and the
stamina.

“My
knees were week but I managed to kneel before him. I was holding
the tiramisu in my hand, and I smelled the fresh cum inside it. I
could see the black guy watching us above his glass of whisky. Even
the tattooed guy came back from the kitchen, wearing a stripy rope
and nibbling a sandwich, leaning to the door frame.

“‘Get
me off, slave,’ the Doctor said. I grabbed his cock and started
jerking it at my face. As I moved my hand on it, my pussy juices
were dripping from it to the carpet and on my face. ‘That’s it,
slave,’ he groaned. ‘Jerk me off, I fucking want to give you my
present.’

“I
held the bowl with the messy tiramisu to the end of his cock and
jerked his throbbing member swiftly. My pussy fluids served as a
perfect lubricant because his foreskin clashed loudly as I jerked
him.

“‘Yeeeaaahhh…,’ he groaned and sprayed a huge amount of white
hot sperm into the bowl. I kept on jerking him till there was no
more coming from his penis. Then I licked his cockhead
clean.

 

“And
when he leaned to the desk, I happily held the bowl to my face and…
Okay, I know, what you’re thinking right now. It’s gross, isnt’t
it? A ruined tiramisu mixed with the cum of three totally
strangers… But hey, they entertained me for a whole night! I had
dozens of orgasms and their cocks had been everywhere inside of me,
fucking my brains out. I thought they deserved a show like this at
the end.

“Besides, I was hungry. So I ate the whole bowl of spermy,
creamy tiramisu. It was really creamy and sweet. I think it was the
best dessert of my life.”




 


Chapter 6:
In The Sex Shop




I decided to
bring some souvenirs home. Although Bonnie stated she didn’t need
any because she had just had the best night of her life, she agreed
to join me on my gift hunt.

On our way
outside the hotel, she asked the receptioner for some hints. He was
really polite, as always, but I had a feeling he winked at her at
the end of their conversation.

Anyway, we got
an address to visit. We flagged down a cab, and Bonnie told the
driver where to take us. He started the engine immediately but I
could swear I could see him grin like the Cheshire Cat.

It took us more
than half an hour to get there. We could take a good look at the
center of Osaka on the way. We could see the huge flashing ads in
the city centre called Minami, the huge variety of dining places
and shopping houses. I watched as people were walking or hurrying
on the streets, chatting with each other or talking on the
phone.

The place where
we arrived turned out to be a sex shop. I don’t know whether the
receptionist directed us to this place intentionally or not. We
were standing at the flashing neon lights of the store window and
looked at each other.

“Hey,” Bonnie shrugged, “you wanted a souvenir. Now let’s get
one.”

I shrugged as
well and we entered the store.

This wasn’t the
first time we went to a sex shop together. I’d already bought her
some toys which we had chosen together -- a vibrator, a butt plug
and lubricants. But I always felt some butterflies in my stomach
when I stepped into a store like this. Like it was some kind of
guilty or bad thing to buy anything from here. Luckily I had Bonnie
on my side. I knew she was at least as embarrassed as me but the
two of us could always find the humorous point of view of the
situation. That was one of the reasons why I loved her so
much.

This time I felt
it a bit easier since we were not at home; there wasn’t even a
slight chance of somebody spotting us as we entered the sex shop.
So I grinned as the doorbell rang when we closed the door behind
us.

It was a huge
shop, filled with racks of sex toys everywhere. Pink lamps were
flickering and a small cat just ran out from somewhere and mewed at
us.

“Hi,”
a pudgy Japanese woman greeted us. “Do you mind if the cat stays
here?”

“No
problem, really,” Bonnie said. She even leaned down to the kitty
and fondled her for a minute.

“Good! How can I help you?” the woman clerk asked.

“We’re visiting Osaka and the gentleman here,” Bonnie pointed
at me, “wants to bring some souveniers home.”

“This
is the best place you could have chosen! I’ve got everything!” the
clerckswoman rushed and started pointing to stuff on the shelves.
“Dildos, butt plugs, anal beads, strap-ons… Name it!”

“Well…,” I looked around, “I was looking for something more...
special.”

“Oh,
I think I just know what you’re thinking of, naughty boy,” the
woman waved her index finger at me. “Follow me!”

She led us
through a tight corridor to the back side of the shop. As we
followed her we passed by shelves filled with red panties and funny
gifts. We arrived to a small hall with a glass booth in the centre.
There were a few men standing around it. The glass walls of the
booth had some hip-high holes. And a girl dressed in a black latex
fetish dress was kneeling in the booth, sucking a well-suited man’s
penis which was shoved in through one of the holes on the
walls.

“You
were thinking about this, right, naughty boy?” the saleswoman said,
grinning. “Nothing is better than a hot glory hole party,
right?”

“Well, this isn’t what I was...”

“Actually…,” Bonnie stopped me, “this is not a bad
idea.”

“What?” I turned to her.

“Look, honey,” she started, “I know you had that terrible
adventure after the auction, while I was having the night of my
life. I have a terrible twinge of conscience about it. I would like
to make it up for you.”

“I’m
sure you will...”

“I
agree, honey, but I still have a sore ass from the pounding I
received from the guys at the Doctor’s house. I need time to
recover and I know you’re starving for some sex! Let me handle it
this way for you...”

“Well…,” I hesitated but Bonnie didn’t wait any longer, pushing
me closer to the booth instead. I could still hear her chatting
with the saleswoman about how much to pay and other
details.

I stepped closer
and peeked into the booth. I couldn’t believe my eyes. The girl in
the glory hole booth was Asa, our Japanese teacher. I didn’t even
know she was in Osaka, yet she was on her knees vigorously sucking
a huge cock. She had her eyes closed and sucked the pole halfway
into her mouth. She held her hands together behind her back and
bobbed quickly on the hard cock in her mouth.

Bonnie stepped
beside me and recognised the kneeling domina as well, saying,
“Isn’t she..”

“Yeah, she seems to be…,” I nodded.

We watched Asa
sucking this stranger’s cock in awe. She was working on it like an
expert, a professional cock sucker which she probably
was.

“Haaiii...,” we could hear the guy moaning.
“Haiii...”

Asa looked like
in that porn video what Carl showed to me at the office. Maybe she
had missed her old days in porn, or just wanted to have a crazy
night in her hometown, I didn’t know. But she was surely sucking
everything out of this guy, bobbing with her head hard and fast on
his throbbing cock.

He didn’t take
it long. He was screaming something in Japanese again. When Asa
heard this, backed up immediately, releasing the guy’s cock from
her mouth. She released the grip behind her back, and started
jerking off his cock furiously with her right hand covered with the
black latex gloves. She held her right cheek in front of the cock
so when it started spurting, the thick drops landed there.
Actually, some of them arrived on her forehead and on her jaw but
most of the white fluid covered her right cheek.

The guy stepped
back, spent. He started adjusting his suit immediately and hurried
out without looking at any of us.

Asa didn’t waste
the time, turned immediately to the next cock. It was a huge black
rod, belonging to a huge, muscular black guy at the other end of
the room. Asa seemed to be happy to get such a nice member; she
grabbed it and played with it for a while, jerked it, spanked her
wet cheeks and touched her lips with it. I could hear the black
dude saying something to her but couldn’t understand what. She
smiled and put the huge cock into her mouth right away. She
swallowed it as deep as she could, closing her eyes
again.

“Fuck
yeaaahh…,” the black guy moaned loudly. “Swallow it to your throat,
bitch!”

She did, she let
the huge black cock slide deep into her mouth. I could see a large
amount of saliva dripping out of her mouth on her breasts. She
pulled a bit back, then continued deepthroating the black guy,
swallowing his huge member deep again and again.

“That’s it, honey...” he moaned gracefully. “It’s
perfect...”

Asa started
bobbing on it hard and fast. I could hear her humming with the huge
cock in her mouth. She even put her hand on the back of her head
and pretended she was pulling herself on his cock as a guy would
fuck her face.

“I’m
cumming...” the guy moaned. Asa released his cock again, and
started jerking it off in her latex gloves. This time she held her
left cheek to the cock; the other side was dripping sticky with the
mixture of the previous guy’s cum and her own saliva. The black guy
shot his thick white load on her left cheek; some went into her
hair, some on her forehead, again. But as she aimed lower, the
majority of the fresh cum landed on the left side of her
face.

Asa giggled
happily, like a girl getting a Christmas gift. She wiped some cum
off her jaw and licked it off her fingers.

The black guy
put his huge cock away in his pants quickly and left with a nod to
us.

“It’s
your turn, honey,” Bonnie said from behind. “Give her everything
you got.”

I opened my fly,
took out my hard cock, and stepped to the glass wall. The hole was
a bit low so I had to part my legs to put my cock in it. As soon as
I managed to get into position, Asa leaned on my cock like a hungry
snake. I don’t know whether she recognized me through the glass
wall; she didn’t seem to care about who was she sucking
off.

Anyway, she
started bobbing on my cock. She didn’t waste time, she was going
for the cum right away, sucking me deep and hard. She supported
herself with her palms spread on the glass walls and sucked me off
with eyes closed. Her dark sweaty hair was flying around her head
as she was working on me.

It didn’t take
long for me to cum. All the frustration and load released from me.
I shot my first spurt right to Asa’s throat. As she sensed it
coming she moved back, releasing my throbbing member from her hot
mouth and helped me spraying everything on her face by jerking my
cock vividly. She didn’t seem to care about which part of her face
I was shooting at. So I shot spurt after spurt on her forehead, on
her hair, on her nose and on her lips.

When I finished,
my fresh sperm joined the previous two doses. Now her whole face
was covered with sticky white cum.

Bonnie held my
hand and pulled me out of the room. I managed to put my spent
member away and close my fly on the way. As we left the room, we
bumped into two Asian men dressed in sweaty business suits; they
mumbled something for apologies but didn’t really care about us.
Their eyes were fixed at Asa.

“Did
you enjoy it?” Bonnie asked in the doorway.

“It
was fucking hot!” I stated.

“Consider it as a consolation prize, honey,” she said, putting
her hand on my shoulder. “I hope this will help forgetting your
terrible night.”

I agreed, and
glanced back to the glory hole behind us: Asa was sitting smiling
on the floor, with her legs spread wide. She was cleaning her face
like a good kitten, and licking and swallowing the huge amount of
cum from her fingers. As the two Asian guys stepped to her glass
booth, she raised back on her knees and said,

“Welcome to paradise!”




 


 Chapter 7: Travelling
Home

 


“My
best sexual experience?” asked Carl behind me. Bonnie was smiling
at me, whispering, “They are at it again.”

They were really
at it again. Carl and Asa were sitting behind me and Bonnie on the
plane home. I was a little tired; the adventures I have gone
through in Japan were in my head. I had the shameful memory of
getting spanked with a tea muddler. I was hoping I won’t get in any
serious trouble because I left that old witch there with her
friends. And when Asa and Carl started their intimate conversation
behind us I immediately recalled the image of her being on her
knees and sucking off strangers in the glory hole booth. And here
she was, asking Carl, the greatest Casanova at the firm to tell his
best sexual experience.

“It
happened in the office building, actually,” Carl started to tell
her after the plane took off.

“Oh
you funny boy!” Asa giggled. “With who?”

“It
was that blonde girl, Brigitte.”

“That
bitch from accounting?”

“She’s not a bitch, she’s just sexually overdriven,
okay?”

“Please...” I could hear Asa lamenting.

“Okay, she’s a bit bitchy. But I like that in a woman. That’s
why I like you!”

I could hear
some playful wrestling.

“So
you wanna hear it or not?” Carl asked.

“Okay, go ahead.”

“I
was doing some overtime at a night because I got a lot of shit to
do. Actually, I was having hot coppers that morning, so was late,
that’s why I had thing piling up. Anyway, I was in my cube, typing
like crazy, when this chick Brigitte came to me.

“‘Can
you please help me?’ she asked on her silky voice. I turned to her
and could see right away there is something going on.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “Something happened?”

“‘Well, yes, actually…,’ she admitted, with red cheeks, admiring
her shoes. ‘I’ve got a problem and I can’t concentrate on my job,
can’t sleep, my hands are trembling...’

“What
is it?” I asked.

“Well… I have… a kind of addiction,” she admitted. ‘I know it’s
wrong but I can’t help it. Actually, I have managed to keep it
under control so far and I don’t know how I got into this
situation.’

“Okay…,” I said, waiting for her to tell me more about her
addiction. I suspected it would be drugs, cigarettes and
alcohol.

“‘Maybe it’s because my boyfriend left me a few weeks ago. Since
then, I couldn’t get my dose and I really miss it...’

“What
kind of addiction are we talking about exactly?” I asked her
carefully.

“‘Well.. I’m... addicted to… cum.’

“Well, I was really surprised. This blonde bitch looked like an
attention whore to me. I could tell the way she had dropped a few
lines into the conversations we had with the colleagues. And that’s
how she dressed, as well, just like that night: wearing a sexy pair
of high heels, low-cut tops and tight jeans. The smell of her
perfume filled the cubic and I could see the veins throbbing on her
neck.

“Pardon?” I asked.

“‘I
know it’s strange and wrong, but please don’t judge me. I just like
its texture, its fresh taste, its aroma, everything in it.
Sometimes I would drink a whole bug of it if I could. But I
couldn’t get any since that bastard left me for a younger girl,’
she said.

“And
how exactly could I help you, honey?” I asked.

“‘You
know, I don’t want to hook up with some stranger just to get my
dose. I don’t want to get any diseases, or if the guy is some
loser, I don’t want to listen for hours about his job, his hobbies
and shit like that. I just want to swallow a nice load of cum as
soon as possible!’

“So…?”

“‘Please let me… suck your cock!’

“Now
that was like music to my ears. I smiled and leaned back in my
chair. We didn’t really speak to each other, like... never, but we
moved like a couple. I opened my belt and she knelt down between my
legs. She immediately zipped down my fly. My cock jumped free from
my trousers.

“‘Wow,’ she said, and seized it all over in her hands. ‘I hope
you got a nice big load for me, big boy,’ she added,
smiling.

“Absolutely,” I said.

“She
pulled the foreskin back and took the head of my hard cock in her
mouth immediately. It was so hot and wet, I could feel goosebumps
on my back.

“She
licked my cock all over like a good girl does a lollipop. She even
went down to my balls and licked them like candy. She rolled her
tongue over and over on them, making them wet with her saliva.
While she was fondling my sack with her tongue, she also gently
fondled my whole dick in her palm. I could feel she builds up for
an amount of cum as large as possible.

“Then
she backed up and released my cock, putting her hands behind his
back. She leaned on the head of my cock and started swallowing it
deeper and deeper. Then backed up again, letting my wet cock out of
her mouth, and looked into my eyes, saying: ‘Fuck my
mouth!’

“That
was just what I needed. I grabbed her head and started fucking her
mouth. She enjoyed it with her eyes closed. She let my cock slide
really deep into her mouth, even in her throat, she didn’t gag or
anything. I could even feel her swallowing a big one when my head
touched her throat so the feeling of sucking even
intensified.

“I
almost lost it but pulled back, out of her hot mouth.

“Do
you like it, bitch?” I asked her, patting her cheek with my wet
cock.

“‘Fuck yeah,’ she said, with a huge smile on her face. I pulled
her head back on my cock. She immediately swallowed it deep, like a
hungry whore and started bobbing on it. She released her hand, put
them on my ass cheeks and pulled me by my ass into her mouth deeper
and deeper. She closed her eyes and let me fuck her mouth, even
helped me by pulling my body to her face. Her saliva was dripping
down my balls on my trousers and on the carpet.

“We
were moving so fast my balls were slapping on her face. She was
sucking me like a real pro, in fact, maybe she was a real pro, at
least on the area of cock sucking.

“I
couldn’t take it anymore. I shoved my cock deep to her throat and I
came like a volcano. I could hear her moaning, like when a real
addict gets her dose. She was swallowing it all. I emptied my whole
load into her hot mouth and enjoyed the sensation as she even
sucked and milked the last drops out of my cock. Then she stood up,
said ‘Thanks, big boy!’ and left me there for good.”

“And
that was your hottest adventure ever?” Asa asked.

“It
was! You know, I’ve been in threesomes and orgies before, but
that’s what I recall most gladly. I’d never met someone so hungry
for cock and cum before.”

“You
mean, before meeting me, right?” she asked, coyly.

“That’s right, baby,” he said. “That’s absolutely
right…”

“Then
I have a surprise for you, big boy...”

I could hear
some movement behind us and a moment later Asa walked by us to the
toilet. She looked back at Carl from the end of the line with a
perky wink, then stepped into the small restroom. I could hear Carl
counting to twelve then following her. As he arrived to the door,
he knocked, the door opened and Asa grabbed him and pulled him into
the small toilet. Carl closed the door behind himself and the
“occupied” sign lit up.

“I
think they will enjoy the ride,” Bonnie said and leaned her head on
my shoulder.

“They
definitely will,” I agreed and prepared my phone to shoot some
pictures about them when they would get back from the
toilet.




 


 Chapter 8: The Birthday
Party

 


I woke up early
on Saturday morning. I didn’t mind: I had a lot to prepare for
Bonnie’s birthday surprise. I checked her sleeping beside me in the
bed; she was even snoring a bit which made her cuter than
usual.

I slipped out of
bed, got dressed and sneaked out of the bedroom. I went into the
kitchen, made a good pot of coffee for myself and sat down with it,
after turning the radio on.

I went through
my checklist for Bonnie’s birthday party. I managed to check off
every item on the list. It had been only a week since we arrived
back from Japan. It took us a few days to rest up after the jetlag
and to catch up to speed with things in the office. When I realised
her birthday was so close, I only had a few days to plan and
organize everything. Luckily the maid, Yvonne helped me. We hadn’t
been talking too much before, since she worked at our apartment
while we were at the office. She saw me having trouble organizing
the birthday party on one of my days off. We started to talk, and
she helped me polish some details and even agreed to attend at the
party.

Two hours later
I stepped into the bedroom with a tray in my hands. Bonnie was
still lying in the bed but opened her eyes and looked at
me.

“Good
morning, sunshine!” I said, and put the tray on the bed. “And happy
birthday!”

“Wow,
thanks,” she giggled, and admired the breakfast. There was fresh
hot coffee, orange juice, pancakes and maple syrup and a red rose -
just the way she liked it. “Won’t it be too much?”

“Wait
‘till you see the dessert,” I added.

“Will
there be a dessert?” she asked. Her wide brown eyes sparkled.
“You’re not serious, are you?”

“Dessert and a present,” I added. “But eat this first, you’ll
need the energy.”

“I
like the idea,” she said, smiling, and started having her breakfast
while I slipped out to arrange some final details for her
present.

When I got back,
the tray was empty and Bonnie was coming out of the shower. She
stepped out wearing only a towel, her skin glistening with small
drops of water.

“Did
you enjoy your shower?” I asked.

“Yeah, it was so good!” she said. “But what are
those?”

“These are your presents,” I said, showing off the two boxes in
my hand. “At least, a part of them.”

“Wow!
Let me just put something on,” she stepped to the cupboard but I
stopped her.

“For
these, you won’t need anything on.”

She stepped
back, and sat on the bed. She looked at me again; her face was
flushed red. Then she took the two paper boxes from me.

“Happy birthday, honey!” I said.

“Thanks!” she said and opened the pink ribbons on the top box.
There was a thin black silk scarf in there. It smelled of a sweet
perfume - I didn’t know why the hot saleswoman in the lingerie
store had sprayed it on the scarf when she had packed it up in but
now I could see it had been a good idea because it aroused us a bit
right away.

“Wow,” she said, pulling it apart with both of her palms.
“Thanks… I guess!”

“You
can put it on after you open your other present first.”

She put the
black silk scarf aside and opened the next present. She held it in
her palm and looked at it without saying anything for a
minute.

“What
is this…?” she asked. “It looks like a butt plug but why is it
shaped as a curve? And why is it attached to a strap?”

“It’s
called an anal hook,” I answered. “This...” I pointed to the shiny
metal butt plug, “really goes into your butt. And the other end...”
I pointed to the black strap and the collar at the end, “will fit
on your neck.”

“But
why is the strap so long?”

“So I
can walk you like a bitch in heat,” I said, with a huge grin on my
face.

Bonnie smiled
and gave the presents to me.

“You
want to put them on me, right?” she asked, coyly. I nodded, and
took the scarf and the anal hook in my hands.

“You
don’t have to wear anything else,” I said.

“Yeah, I guessed so,” she giggled.

“You’ll need one more item, though,” I added and stepped into
the closet. It only took a few moments for me to select the sexiest
pair of black high heels she had.

“Oh,
I should have known,” she said when I gave them to her. She dropped
down her towel and put on the high heels, adjusting the straps of
them carefully. I could still see some water drops glistening on
the skin on her back.

“Good… Now get on your knees, honey,” I said. She slipped to
the floor on all fours immediately. She looked gorgeous with only
her high heels on. I could feel my cock hardening at the sight. I
was tempted to fuck her right there and then but I had other plans
with her. I knelt down and covered her eyes with the black scarf. I
tied it gently behind her head and checked her face. She looked
like a girl next door who has some dirty fetishes which was
definitely the case.

I knelt behind
her on the floor and leaned in to her ass. She was shivering in
anticipation.

I grabbed and
pulled her ass cheeks apart. Her tight asshole became visible. It
looked pink and fresh and virgin; not like it had been stretched
out a week ago in Japan by three horny men. It tried to imagine
those cocks jammed up in there, and the thought made the bulge in
my pants larger and harder. I recalled her promotion night when
those colleagues of hers fucked her ass really hard. The mental
image was so intense it made my cock twitch a little.

But the sweetest
memories recalled by the view of her pretty round ass were those
endless crazy hot nights when we made sweet love. When she sat on
my face, jerking me while I licked her ass out or when I fucked her
ass from behind. My mouth started watering so I leaned down and
started licking her asshole long and deep just how I knew she liked
it.

“Ohhh…,” she moaned. “It this part of my present?”

“This
is only the beginning,” I answered, then leaned back into her round
butt and pushed my tongue into her tight asshole with my tongue. I
pushed as much saliva as I could in there. She moaned loudly,
letting me know how much she liked it.

I felt her
rosebud relaxing. She sighed disappointed as I stood up. I got a
bottle of lubricant from the nightstand, pressed some on my fingers
and smeared it all over her asshole. She shivered a bit as the cool
liquid touched her inner parts but didn’t say anything. She knew my
intentions.

I pressed more
and more amounts of lubricant on my fingers and slowly entered her
ass again and again, smearing more and more of the sloppy liquid
inside. She was so turned on her pussy was dripping in my other
palm. The inside of her ass was so hot and tight I had to apply
more lube than usual.

“Ohhh...” she sighed out. “This is so good...”

When Bonnie’s
asshole was slippery with lube, I applied some on the anal hook as
well. I smeared all over it on its head and on its base, carefully,
not to leave out any portion of it. Then I pressed the head of it
to her rosebud which quickly contracted. I pulled back, fondled her
round ass cheeks a bit and let her relax again, then put the anal
hook back into her asshole. This time it swallowed the shiny metal
plug easily so I slowly pushed the hook deep inside Bonnie’s
asshole. She gritted her teeth and hissed out but didn’t object. I
knew she wouldn’t. He cute round ass was trembling slightly as the
cold metal ball slipped deep into her anus.

“Ouch,” she giggled. “I think I’m still a bit tight
there...”

I pulled the
hook slightly to make sure it was placed tight in there, then stood
up, putting the collar end to Bonnie’s neck. She lifted her head up
to make it easier for me to fix it on her.

When I finished,
I knelt down before my beautiful lover, took her face in my palms
and kissed her. She looked so sexy with this hook in her ass, the
collar on her neck and the strap hanging loosely on her back. She
was wet and horny, well prepared for the action I planned for
her.

“Are
you ready for your birthday present, honey?” I asked.

“Give
it to me!” she said, giggling.

I stood up and
took the strap of her anal hook. She raised her head as she felt
it. The end of the scarf covering her eyes was hanging down her
shoulders aligned with her brown hair.

“Let’s take a walk, my little bitch,” I ordered and pulled her
strap.

I led her
outside the house to the patio and around the pool. The strap was
tensing between my hand and her neck and ass as she followed me on
her all fours. She looked damn sexy in this hot fetish outfit. I
felt like a mad landlord with his sex slaveI would have liked to
fuck her right then and there but I already had other plans for
her.

I led her to the
place I prepared for her. I stopped her by pulling the strap, just
like a wild mare. She understood it and stayed on her all fours,
and trembled slightly, being the center of attention.

I looked around
and checked everything once more. I thought everything was
ready.

“Are
you ready, honey?” I asked again, more to excite her a bit since I
already knew the answer.

“Yes!
Yes!” she giggled. I decided the party could be started.

Then I started
singing ‘Happy Birthday’ along with the surprise guests and pulled
down the scarf from Bonnie’s eyes. She looked around and her eyes
opened wide when she realised who were standing around
her.

Right in front
of her was standing Ule, the huge black lawyer from the firm. He
had his usual elegant grey suit on, with a matching grey tie. He
looked strictly business casual as he was singing the birthday song
on his deep bass voice.

The other guy
present was the black cop who stopped us on the highway a few
months ago and was Bonine’s part time lover before. We hadn’t seen
him since then I had to spend a lot of time investigating to find
him. Once I did, however, he happily agreed on participating at the
party when I outlined my plan for him.

Besides them,
our cleaning girl, Yvonne was standing there in a very sexy maid
costume: blonde goldilocks, black latex dress and matching high
heels and gloves, with a frilled white blouse. She didn’t wear such
a costume when she was cleaning our apartment, we had to rent it
from a costume renting company downtime. We had some glimpses on us
when I took her there to try it on and find the appropriate size. I
was happy we spent so much time on selecting it; she looked like a
porn star in it, with the birthday cake on a tray in her hands and
singing the birthday song along with us.

Bonnie was sitting back on her ankles, her face flushed red,
covering her cheeks with her fingers and giggling intensely. When
we got to the part ‘Happy birthday dear
Bonnie...’ Yvonne leaned down to her and
held the cake with the candles before her so she could blow them
out. Bonnie was so embarrassed she couldn’t even blow the candles
at the first time. But she managed to when after we ended the song
and cheered and clapped a bit.

“Happy birthday, honey,” I said and planted a kiss on her
forehead. “And enjoy your present,” I added, showing around to the
men before her and the cake.

“Wow,” she said, still hiding behind her hands. “That’s a
surprise, for sure...”

We all looked at
each other for a moment. Then it was Sergeant Hancock breaking the
ice: “Well, let’s get the party started!” And he zipped his fly
open and took out his cock. It was even bigger than I remembered; I
could only catch a glimpse of it that night when he stopped us on
the highway. Now I could see how long it was, already hardening at
the sight of the naked Bonnie on her knees.

“Wow,” it was Yvonne who said it this time, with her eyes wide.
Her eyes got even wider when Ule joined, opening his fly and taking
out his huge black dong.

“That’s what I’m talking about, man!” the cop stated. “Now
let’s give this bitch what she deserves for her birthday!” He
turned to Yvonne, saying, “Give it to me!” Taking the cake from
her. It wasn’t a huge cake, it was around ten slices. He pulled it
in front of his groin and lowered it under his cock which was so
long it almost reach to the other end of the cake. We all watched
as he carefully pushed his black cock in the whipped cream on the
top of the cake. He slowly dipped it deep in the white cream, then
pulled it back, and gave the cake back to Yvonne. He stepped to
Bonnie, saying, “Here’s your birthday dessert, baby,” and held his
cock into her face.

Bonnie reached
for it immediately. She held the huge black cock by its base and
started licking the white cream off. She closed her eyes for a
moment, tasting the cream, and said, “Yummy!” and went on licking
the cream all the way off the long rod. The sergeant watched,
grinning as my girlfriend licked every inch of his huge member. She
wandered to the base of his cock and licked off the few drops of
cream his sack.

“Yeah…,” he moaned, grinning. “You didn’t forget how to handle
a big black cock, honey...”

“Give
it to me,” Ule said to Yvonne and took the cake from her. He
covered his cock with the white cream just as the cop did but he
pressed it deeper, smearing the whipped cream and some of the white
glaze of the cake on his huge veiny cock. He covered his member
everywhere with the mix of the cream and the gaze, then gave the
ruined cake back to Yvonne and stepped to Bonnie. “I brought some
more,” he said hoarsely, and pulled Bonnie closer by the strap
attached to the collar on her neck. Bonnie switched to the new cock
obediently, and started licking up pieces of the dessert off
it.

“Do
you think we’ll still need this?” Yvonne asked, nodding to the
cake.

“Maybe later,” I said. She put it down on the coffee table and
stepped to me.

“I
think she likes the surprise,” she said, watching Bonnie as she
alternated sucking the huge black cocks presented by the two horny
black men.

“Now
she can gratify her fetish for black cocks,” I said, watching
Bonnie as she bobbed on a black cock.

“Definitely,” Yvonne added. “I think you organized this party
pretty well. She will remember it gladly.”

“I
hope so.”

“I
think you deserve some dessert as well,” she said, turning to me. I
could see lust in her eyes. “Let me take care of it…,” she said,
and knelt down before me. She touched my bulge through my pants,
grabbing and stroking it a bit. “Wow…,” she murmured. “This
definitely needs to be taken care of...”

I agreed.
Watching Bonnie sucking those huge black rods made me just as horny
as I planned it. I was happy Yvonne opened my fly and got my rock
hard cock out. She started slowly swallowing my member into her hot
mouth. She started sucking me just the way I like it: with slow,
elaborate moves, using a lot of saliva. She even closed her eyes as
she concentrated on it. I ran my finger through her goldilocks and
guided her head az she was bobbing up and down on my throbbing
member. I enjoyed it closing my eyes as well. She went deeper and
deeper, letting my cock slide into her throat a few
times.

By the time I
opened my eyes, checking on Bonnie, I found things had escalated
quickly. She was already on her fours again, fucked by Ule from
behind. The black man was sweating in his suit; the sun was getting
higher, promising a hot day. He was pounding her doggie style,
grabbing and guiding my girlfriend by the strap. His huge cock
entered her pussy deep again and again, glistening with her pussy
juices in the summer morning sun. The black cop was standing at her
face, moving her head with abandon on his rock hard cock. Her
saliva was dripping on his sack and a few drops were glistening on
the floor.

The sight of
Bonnie being spit roasted made me even hornier. I grabbed Yvonne’s
head and started fucking her face in the same rhythm as Ule fucked
my girlfriend. Yvonne released my cock and completely let me move
her head on my throbbing penis.

“Let
me fuck her, too,” the cop said. Ule pulled his cock out of from
Bonnie; his huge black member was all the way glistening with her
pussy juices. Sergeant Hancock sat in one of the deckchairs lying
around the pool and pulled Bonnie in his lap. He quickly put his
cock to her slit and pulled her down. Her pussy swallowed his huge
cock right away as she gace out a loud moan, closing her eyes as
she took him all the way inside. She stayed in that position for a
few moments, before slowly riding the black cop under
her.

“That’s it, baby, ride that cock!”Sergeant Hancock mumbled.
“Fuck yeaaah!”

Bonnie was
riding him with abandon, with her eyes closed, and was groping her
own breasts. It had to be tight for the sergeant with Bonnie’s
asshole filled with the hook. Now the strap was hanging loosely on
her back. Ule was standing there wanking his cock in front of her
face.

“Let’s help this gentleman,” I pointed to him. Yvonne nodded,
with her lips still on my cock, but she released it. The morning
breeze felt cool on my throbbing member after the maid’s hot mouth.
She stepped to the lawyer, knelt down before him and got his huge
black cock between her luscious lips.

“Yeaaah…,” he moaned. He straightened up, and started taking
off his clothes. He threw down his jacket and his tie near the
pool. Yvonne kept on sucking him, and while doing so, she helped
him unbuttoning his shirt. She even fondled his huge muscles on his
chest while she was bobbing on his hard cock; her goldilocks flying
in the air.

“Make
it wet,” he ordered to Yvonne, and motioned to Bonnie, “she will
need it.”

Yvonne giggled,
and leaned above his cock, latting a large amount of saliva pour
from her lips onto the black rod. She smeared it all over with her
lips and tongue, pushing his cock back to her throat as deep as she
could.

Bonnie was
clearly enjoying the ride. She was moaning and screaming with
pleasure. The cop under her opened his jacket so she was scratching
his muscular chest with her nails now. The cop raised up, fondled
and kissed her breasts and nipples, then fell back,

Ule leaned to my
girlfriend and slapped on her ass, saying, “That’s it, bitch! Ride
that cock!” Bonnie shivered a bit; I could tell she was close to
her orgasm.

I stripped down
as well and stepped to them. I pulled the strap up so Bonnie had to
raise her head to me. I kissed her hard, and asked, “Do you enjoy
your present?”

“Fuck
yeahhh…,” she screamed. I stepped behind her and slapped a few
times on her ass. This made her let out tiny screams; I could tell
she was really at the edge. I leaned down and grabbed the base of
the hook in her ass.

“I
don’t think we need this any more,” I said and pulled it out. It
came out with an audible ‘pop’; and this was the last piece to her
orgasm. She was screaming loud and clear, eyes tight shut, with her
whole body trembling. The cop held his groin still so she could
enjoy her moment. When she fell on his chest, Ule pulled his cock
back from Yvonne”s mouth, saying,

“Thanks, honey, you lubed it well enough.” And he stepped
behind the panting Bonnie on the deckchair. He spread his legs and
positioned himself right behind my girlfriend. He pressed his cock
head to her asshole. I could see Bonnie’s eyes popping open but she
didn’t say a word; she reached back and pulled her cheeks aside so
Ule could enter her ass easily. As the large black man pushed
himself into her, she closed her eyes again, concentrating on
relaxing her ass so the huge black cock could slip into her. The
cop was waiting surprisingly patiently underneath, with his cock
throbbing in Bonnei’s pussy.

“You’re so tight…,” Ule moaned which made Bonnie sigh out loud.
He pulled back, then pressed forward again.

“Aaahhh...” Bonnie sighed again. I leaned to her, ran my
fingers in her hair, and whispered, “relax, baby, you will enjoy
it.”

“I…
know...” she moaned. “But I’m so… full...”

I released her
head and took the strap in my hands. It was hanging from the
collar; as the hooks was out of her tight asshole, it wasn’t needed
any more. While Ule was pushing his cock into Bonnie’s ass again
and again, I took down the collar off her neck and tossed it
aside.

Ule started
fucking Bonnie’s ass hard now.

“That’s it, brotha’,” the cop shouted from underneath. “Let’s
give this bitch her real present!” He joined the rhythm, pounding
his cock into her pussy hard and deep.

“This
is so hot...” Yvonne added. She stepped to me, and started jerking
my cock right away. Neither of us couldn’t take our eyes away from
the sight of my girlfriend getting sandwich fucked by these two
horny men.

The two huge
black cocks were fucking her like a piece of meat. It was totally
hot to see her ass moving in rhythm with the cocks pounding her.
Her nails were digging deep into the chest of the cop below her. I
could even see some drops of blood she was scratching him so hard.
He didn’t care; he grabbed her head by her hair and pulled her face
to himself and planted a hard kiss on her mouth. Bonnie was
practically screaming as the two black cocks fucked her as hard as
they could but her screams were muffled by the black guy’s lips on
her.

I stopped Yvonne
jerking me and stepped to the deckchair where Bonnie was sandwiched
between those two hung black men. I positioned myself to the end of
the chair, grabbed Bonnie’s head and pulled on my cock. She
swallowed me instinctively, letting my cock slide right to her
throat. She couldn’t really suck or lick me because the two guys
were pounding her so hard; so I moved her head on my cock
instead.

“Do
you like it, bitch?” the cop teased her. “Do you like being fucked
by three cocks at the same time?”

“Mmmmhhh…,” she moaned with closed eyes, her mouth being full
with my cock. The three of us banged her in full abandon, like a
cheap whore at a bachelor party. All her hot holes were filled up
by our throbbing cocks.

That was the
moment when she came again. And as her body was trembling and
spasming, she kept on screaming on my cock. I realised she’s
actually having a small series of orgasms. She always liked to cum
with a cock in her mouth; apparently, the two huge black rods
pounding her pussy and ass multiplied the sensation.

“Give
me a break…,” she moaned with her eyes still closed, and her body
collapsed on the cop underneath her. She was lying and panting
there for a few moments as we all stopped pounding her.

Ule stepped
back, his cock getting out of Bonnie’s tight ass with an audible
‘pop’. Even this huge black man was panting as he stood there in
the morning sun, with his huge cock throbbing and glistening with
Bonnie’s pussy juices.

The sergeant
lifted Bonnie; he got up and put her back in the deckchair in which
she was lying in her after-orgasm enjoyment.

Both Ule and the
sergeant were stepping toward Bonnie with their huge black cocks
pointing at her; as they started wanking them above her face,
Yvonne hurried there with the already ruined cake. She held it in
front of them, saying:

“Please, gentlemen, prepare her a sweet dessert!”

All of us were
laughing. Bonnie was recovering, sat up, and was watching, as the
two hung men were jerking off above her birthday cake. I stepped
there myself as well, and it didn’t take too much for my orgasm to
arrive. It felt like an enormous release of a gallon of sperm;
actually, I had been saving it for days for this occasion. The
first spurt flew far above the cake, and landed on Bonnie’s thigh,
but the other jets arrived into the white cream of the
dessert.

My whole sack
contracted again and again as I released the last drops of my hot
seed on the cake. I stepped back, totally spent, and nodded with my
head for Yvonne to hold the cake to the others. She turned to them,
just in time. Ule aimed right into the centre of the cake and
released his huge load with a loud groan. His didn’t continue
jerking his cock, the cum was spurting out in thick streams into
the cream. His whole body was trembling, and he groaned out again
and again.

The cop was the
last one. His cum was flying so high it shot Yvonne right on her
cheek. Both of them giggled about it, and the sergeant aimed lower.
The rest of his cum landed on the top of the cake, pouring in the
slots the guys created with their cocks earlier.

Bonnie knelt
among us, still not so stable after the hardcore fucking she got
from us. She was giggling as Yvonne served the birthday cake
covered with sperm to her. She didn’t bother with any spoon, just
pushed two fingers into it, and raised as much cream as she could
to her lips. It was mixed with our white cum and she swallowed
hungrily.

“That
was the best birthday cake ever,” she said and wiped some whipped
cream off of her lips and then licked it off of her fingers. “Thank
you, guys!”

“You’re welcome,” Sergeant Hancock said. “It was our pleasure…
I mean, literally.”

We were all
laughing about that.
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From Office
Sluts 1: The First Weeks

 by Sandy Monroe

 


“Did
you see her?” Carl pointed to the girl who just went by our
cubicle. She definitely had nice legs and a round hard ass swinging
as she walked through the corridor. “This is why I love this
place,” he continued. “The women are beautiful and sexy, they wear
business casual which usually means short skirts and large
cleavage. They walk around here all day, bend over at the copy
machine, they show their large breasts when they choose lunch at
the cafeteria, and do stuff like that -- they flirt with us all the
time and make every guy horny.”

Carl was a
sex-addict asshole, but he was right. It was fine to work here at
Walden, Inc. And of course it needed a lot of sacrifice,
self-discipline, concentration, teamwork, and other shit like that.
But it was an ideal place for a guy like me.

My
name is John Smith. I know what you think; who’s this nobody? And
you’re probably right. I got here right after my graduation in law
at the university. I was really happy with my average diploma and
didn’t really know what to do with myself in my average life. Just
like in that old Def Leppard-song, ‘Let’s
Get Rocked’:

 


“I'm
your average ordinary everyday kid

Happy to do nothin', in fact that's what I did”

 


During a long
and hot summer, I answered a lot of job ads and after a series of
job interviews, I started to work here, at one of the biggest law
firms in the country.

As every
workplace, Walden, Inc. has its good and bad sides. It’s great to
work here because of the hot chicks, the excellent pay, and the
chance of making independent decisions. But it’s bad to work here
because of the long and boring meetings, amateurish leaders, and
the horrible buffet.

And there are
the overtimes. Man, I hate them. There is no one else in the whole
building, everything is extinct, like in a bad horror movie. And my
boss chose me on my first week to stay here after the working hours
to wait for an e-mail from Japan.

“We’ll pay for every minute you spend here,” he said after
lunch, when I was planning my weekend already. “You just have to
wait for the letter, print it, and stamp with our official stamp.
Even an idiot could do it.”

Now that was
nice. I decided to send him to hell on an anonymous ranting site.
Then I loosened my tie and poured myself another coffee.

As the afternoon
went by, everyone went home to spend some quality time with their
family or friends. Since I’ve only been working here for a week, I
didn’t know where to find stuff. The restroom on our floor had a
break-down so I had to search for another for a long quarter hour.
The offices and halls were dark, everyone were at home, watching
football. It was only me left here as a rookie, and I had to wait
for the official answer from our client in Japan. They think I’ve
got nothing better to do...

When I got back
to my office, I sat into my office chair. With a daring idea, I
took off my shoes, then stretched my legs. I leaned back in my
chair, and closed my eyes for a while. I thought over what was
waiting for me at home: an empty fridge, a cold bed. If I
considered it, it wouldn't matter if I stayed here
overnight.

I was startled
by the sound of high heels in the hallway. I straightened up and
put my shoes on. It was about time; my door opened and Bonnie
stepped in. She was a black-haired, cute, sexy woman. I had been
working at the office for only a week, but I quickly found out the
whole department had a thing about her. When she dropped something
on the floor, my colleagues almost fought one another to give it
back to her. We talked a few times, but I didn't think I was good
enough for her, so I didn't really care.

But now here she
was, leaning against the door frame with gleaming eyes, and asked
me in a trembling voice,

“I
can see you’re still in, too... Do you want to see something
interesting?”

“What
would that be?” I asked. I was hoping she would invite me somewhere
interesting, ask for my number, or something like that. Maybe she
would use the good old “I need a little help” trick.

“Come
with me,” she said.

We stepped out
to the dark hallway. I wanted to turn on the lights, to see where
we are going, but Bonnie stopped me by holding my hand.

“Don’t turn it on, we don’t want to scare them away,” she
whispered.

“Who
exactly?” I whispered as well, but Bonnie just flashed a smile and
turned around.

She led me
through the maze of dark corridors. She stopped at a corner, took
off her high heels and walked along on her bare feet. I followed
her in complete silence. There was a little hall after the corner,
and a conference room behind a glass wall. That’s where our staff
meeting took place every week. Even I had to take part on these,
although I have been considered as a trainee. There were lush
tropical flowers and little palm trees in front of the glass wall -
none of them originated from this clime but if the HR came out with
the idea that these have to grow in our offices, they won’t spare
any money. Bonnie took my hand again and pulled me among the palm
trees. This way we could peep into the conference room between the
palm leaves.

A man was
fucking a woman inside the conference room, on the elliptical
table. Both of them still had their clothes on. He was doing her
from behind. I stepped close to the glass wall very carefully, to
get a better view. Bonnie tried to pull me back, but I didn’t let
her to do so; I pulled her beside me.

The scene could
have been from a kind of an old Playboy movie; the woman was bent
over the table, her long blonde hair was spread on the table, her
skirt was tucked up, her panties were on one of her legs, but she
had both of her high heels on, of course. The man was dressed in a
gray suit with his white shirt unbuttoned, his tie loosened, and
his pants on his ankles. He was fucking her with abandon from
behind. The woman grabbed his tie and pulled him closer to herself
with it. I could even hear their moans in the silence of the
building.

“He’s
got a really big cock”, Bonnie whispered to me, causing me to stir
a bit. I don’t know how she knew that because his clothes almost
hid all of his body. Bonnie had probably seen this more than once
before. I saw her watching the scene with sparkling eyes. She
swallowed once, probably because her throat had gone
dry.

The man in the
conference room leaned on the woman, and fucked her like a
well-oiled machine. It was really exciting to watch, and I started
to feel my arousal. The man grabbed her thighs, and gasped
something in her ear, but I couldn’t hear what. She nodded at him.
The guy stopped, stepped back, took his cock in his hand -- he
really had a big one -- and slapped her ass cheeks a few times with
it. The woman was laughing, I could hear that even from here, at
the other side of the glass wall. The man said something, like
teasing her, slapped her ass cheeks with his cock again, then put
it back, this time really slowly, and started to move inside
her.

“He
just put it in her ass,” Bonnie said. I was looking at her
questioning, so she continued, “I watched them some other times as
well. A little suckie under the table, a little lickie on the
table, then cowgirl, and at the end, from anal behind. They do it
always the same way,” she shrugged.

“So
you were peeping, right?” I whispered to her. She kinda blushed as
I could see her face in the dim light, between the leaves of the
palm tree.

“Of
course,” she said. Her hot breath was warming up my blood. “I
wouldn’t miss to see a good fucking like that...”

The man started
to really give it to the mystery woman. He fucked her ass really
hard; both of them panted very loudly, the woman even screamed.
They probably thought they are alone in the building at this time
of the evening. He straightened up, pulled her ass cheeks apart
with his two hands and watched the view in delight. I could tell he
really enjoyed his cock moving in and out between her round ass
cheeks. Of course, this caused my groin to swell more, and I
imagined myself behind the woman. The man released her, spanked her
light brown ass cheeks hard, and fucked her harder, grabbing her
hair with one hand, her breasts with the other, and pulled her
close to himself.

“This
is really dirty,” I whispered to Bonnie, whose eyes were sparkling
like diamonds.

“I
think they stole these ideas from some kind of a porn movie,” she
answered, but couldn’t get her eyes from the view. “That’s where
people do it like that.. Especially at the end, just watch
it!”

They were
panting really hard. The woman grabbed his neck from behind. They
were moving like a couple who know each other well. The woman cried
out, and as he would just have waited for it, penetrated her
asshole deeply. She was trembling, cried out loud a few times, then
fell on the desk. The light was really dim, but I could see both of
them were covered in sweat. The man bent over her and slowly
started to move inside her again.

“That’s my favorite part,” Bonnie said, partly to
herself.

The woman seemed
to come to life. She snapped away from the man, turned around, got
on her knees before him. She grabbed his cock and started to jerk
him off. The man hung onto the table, enjoyed the fondling he got
from her. She took his huge cock into her mouth for a few times,
but didn’t really work on it, she just made it wet and slippery.
She jerked it really hard, and seemed to know how to deal with it.
And the man screamed loudly, trembled, and sprayed his juices on
her face. She jerked it off gently for some more, and held it above
her breasts. That’s where the next drops were sprayed. Their white
color seemed to glisten in the dim light of the floor. Finally, she
licked his cock thoroughly, cleaned it with her wet tongue, and the
man moaned like a really satisfied lion.

While they were
dressing, I backed off from the plants. As I tried to adjust my
pants to hide my erection, Bonnie spotted it and touched it gently
through my fly.

“I
can see you liked it, too…,” she said to me, then turned around and
walked away. I still had a glance at her putting on her high heels,
then she waved goodbye and disappeared.

I hurried back
to my office. I sat into my chair, leaned back and smiled. This is
a good place, I thought, I will really enjoy working here. And I
didn’t know yet what in the next weeks would happen to
me.
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From Office
Sluts 2: Wild Adventures

 by Sandy Monroe

 


“Hey!” Bonnie said, as she burst through the door. “Look what I
found at the club.”

She leaped into
my lap, waving a flyer. “We have a sexy Halloween party to go
to.”

Since we'd moved
together in her uncle’s condo a couple months before, we hardly had
time to go out together.

Bonnie calmed
down enough to show me the flyer. The headline said,

 


“Dress up for the sexiest night of the year! Spend Halloween
Night with fun and games!”

 


The graphics on
the flyer suggested sex. Lots of sex. Silhouettes of people fucking
in a variety of positions.

Bonnie gave me a
big smoochy kiss and said “Let's go. It's a lot better than sitting
at home in front of the TV on Halloween. It looks like fun, and
besides, maybe we can meet some new people there.”

So I spent a few
hours in town choosing the best black tuxedo just like Pierce
Brosnan in The World Is Not Enough. I spent a good amount on the
clothes and the shoes, even bought a huge toy gun to put under
it.

While I was
dressing, Bonnie stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped only in a
towel after her shower. She dropped the towel, twirled around and
said, “How about I go as Lady Godiva?”

“I'd
love it,” I said, “but you'll get us both arrested.”

Seeing Bonnie's
naked body gave me a hard-on. I couldn't get enough of watching her
walking around the house nude. Her nipples always seemed to be
erect, sitting on those soft, perky B-cup breasts.

She walked
across the room to me and gave me a hug and another smoochy kiss.
As she did so, she grabbed my cock through my trousers.

“Looks like someone is excited about the Halloween party,” she
said.

“How
about we fuck before we go?” I asked.

She laughed,
“No, you'd better save your prick for the party. Who knows what
kind of surprises will we have…”

Bonnie walked to
the closet where her costume was hanging on a hanger. She slipped
the long, black witch's dress over her head and pulled it into
place. It appeared to be pretty snug around her breasts and waist.
She turned her back to me and asked me to zip up the
back.

She looked at me
above her shoulder. “Like what you see?” she asked.

“Of
course,” I said. “And I’m wondering who else will see it
tonight.”

Bonnie stood up
and pulled up her thong.

“Jealous, huh?” she asked. “As far as I know you don’t have any
reason to complain.”

She was right.
Since we’ve been together, Bonnie did everything to be sure I was
sexually satisfied. We had an open relationship, that’s right, but
it was for both of our benefit. We tried out all the fantasies we
wanted. And sometimes she even helped me organizing stuff like when
she asked me to repair the vibrator and I ended up fucking
Clarissa, the ice queen of the office in the ass. Or when we were
invited to the private party of the firm and she let me DP her with
another guy. Yeah, that’s right. I didn’t have anything to complain
about.

We were finally
ready to go. Bonnie was wearing her sexy witch outfit with the
authentic black hat, her naughty black dress that matched her
glossy black hair, high black heels, and thong, underlined by black
and yellow stripped panty. I had my tuxedo on with a red bow-tie
and the huge gun under my arm pit.

We called a cab.
The driver eyed us up and down but didn’t say anything, he opened
the door for Bonnie and helped her with her long dress. He drove us
to the industrial part of the city, where many factories were
renewed for loft flats inside them.

I payed the
driver, left him a serious tip, then got out and held the door for
Bonnie.

“Shall we?” I asked, and held her hand like a true
gentleman.

“Yes,
Mr. Bond,” she giggled. “Please take me to the world of
tales.”

We got to the
huge black steel door. The same sign was painted on it as on the
flyer.

 


Halloween Night Party

 


“Welcome to the club!”

The tall, bald
tattooed bouncer met us at the door, and collected our entry fee.
After he let us into the club, we walked down the dimly lit
hallway. There were the typical Halloween decorations: pumpkins,
huge fake spiders hung from the ceiling, and a ghost made from a
sheet near the entry. From some speakers at the end of the hall, we
heard the Halloween sounds of wolves howling, owls hooting, and
witches laughing hysterically.

From side rooms
off the hallway, we heard some laughing and moaning. They were the
unmistakable sounds of sex.

After a corner,
there was a man fucking a girl’s mouth. She was dressed as a french
maid, in a dress black and white. She was on her knees, hand tied
behind her back by a pair of pink handcuffs. The guy was dressed as
a soldier from the II. World War. He was holding her head by
grabbing her hair and he was thrusting his cock deep into her
mouth.

“That’s it…” he moaned. “Deeper…”

And he thrusted
his huge rod to her throat again and again. Then he pulled out and
spanked her cheeks with it for a few times. A lot of saliva and his
pre-cum was dripping from the end of his cock.

“Please put it back,” the maid sighed. The fluids from his cock
were smeared on her face and strained her make-up. The guy grabbed
her head tightly and pushed his cock back in between her full lips.
He fucked her face faster this time, with full power and abandon.
She moaned quickly and on a high voice like a small
bird.

The guy stopped
and we could see his body twitching.

“Don’t swallow it yet…” he moaned. “Keep it in your mouth,
honey.”

She took all the
guy sprayed inside her mouth. Some drops even dripped out of her
mouth.

“Now
open it,” her ordered. She obeyed and he leaned down to check his
cum collected on her tongue. Then he nodded: “Now you can swallow,”
which she happily did.

“That
was so hot,” Bonnie said. “It made me crave some man-sauce,” she
added.

“Maybe you could ask her to leave some to you next time” I
nodded to the maid who was still on her knees, smiling happily on
the soldier before her.

“Oh
come on,” Bonnie held my hand and pulled further on the
corridor.

We found a room
with a door left ajar. Inside there was a girl on her knees,
dressed up as Catwoman. The black latex covered her whole body,
only her cleavage was visible: she didn’t have huge tits but the
look of her skin made the whole image even sexier. A matching black
mask covered her eyes. She was surrounded by a bunch of buys in a
variety of costumes: a Superman, a Zorro, a cop, a doctor and a
fireman. She was sucking Superman’s cock with all her abandon but
she already had some strains of cum shining on her black
latex.

“Suck
it!” the guys cheered.

She was working
on the steel hard cock with eyes closed. The other men were jerking
their cocks, and the cop held a small bowl in his hand. With a loud
groan, he sprayed his cum into the bowl. He jerked everything into
it, till the last drops, then gave it to the fireman. I could see
the bowl was half with cum.

The fireman took
the bowl and wanted to jerk off into it, but Superman finished
fucking the Catwoman’s face:

“Give
it to me, I’m coming!” he cried, and after he got the bowl, he
shoted his thick, huge drops in it. The Catwoman was on her knees,
giggling. When he emptied his cock, he poured the contents of the
bowl on the Catwoman’s face. She quickly opened her lips and tried
to catch every string of white cum dripping on her.

“Good
kitty!” someone said.

“Drink your milk, Catwoman!”

“Lick
it up!”

The men loudly
cheered and laughed watching her.

“Mmmm...” Bonnie purred beside me. “What a nice cock tail,” she
emphasized the two last word for the sake of the joke.

“Oh
yeah” I said, grinning. “Maybe I should prepare something like that
for you.”

“Good
idea! Maybe for my birthday?”

I grinned and
made a mental note.

We moved
further. The next room was furnished as a medical room. There were
two white beds in it, with two guys lying on them. A hot chick
dressed as a nurse was riding one of the patients, jerking the
other beside her. She had the slutty white costume and hat on,
without any bra, and the costume slid up at her waist. I could see
her red thong pulled away from her pussy and the cock entering her
again and again. She was really in heat, moaning out loud and
riding wildly. Her white dress was halfway open, leaving the
patient below her fondle her large, full tits which were bouncing
wildly up and down as she rode him.

“Come
on, let’s go!” Bonnie said. “I don’t feel comfortable in
hospitals.”

So we went on.
We found two cheerleaders 69’ing on a large steel table. A huge
black guy dressed up as Drakula jerked his cock on a chair beside
them, and whispered obscenities to them:

“That’s right… Lick that cunt, bitch..”

The girls wore
the typical cheerleader outfit: short skirts and white T-shirts
with huge football logos on them. The girl below was holding a
large pink dildo in her hand and tried to stuff it into the other
girl’s pussy.

“I’ve
never seen a black Drakula before” Bonnie told me. “Look, he even
has his fake teeth!”

He sure had them
and they made his grin even more evil. He watched closely as the
pink dildo slid into the cheerleader’s pussy. He licked his index
finger and slowly pushed it into the cheerleader’s asshole. The
girl moaned out loud with her eyes closed.

“Excuse me?” I heard a tinkling voice and somebody touched my
arm. I turned around. A blonde girl was standing there, dressed up
as a pirate girl. She was smaller than me, dressed in shredded
clothes showing off her sexy brown skin. She had black boots on her
feet and a black eyepatch pulled up to her forehead, on the
colorful head scarf.

“Can
you help me?” she asked, with her green eyes glowing at
me.

“What
can I help you?” I asked, like a real gentleman. She looked me up
and down, then explained,

“We
just have had some fun with some friends of mine, and we would like
to continue but we’re one man down.”

“One
man down for what?” I asked.

“For
being full” she said with a smile which made me understand she was
talking about her body. She turned to Bonnie and asked, “Do you
mind if I borrow your man for a while?”

“Not
at all,” Bonnie answered. “There’s a lipstick party anyway,” she
pointed to the next room, the door left ajar. I saw a row of guys
with a row of girls on their knees before them, sucking and
slurping their cocks diligently. Bonnie took out a red lipstick
from her purse, and adjusted her makeup. “I wanna see how this red
looks on black” she winked at the pirate girl and the two of them
shared a smile. “Good luck!” she said to me, then entered room with
the lipstick party and closed the door behind herself.

I didn’t have
time to wonder because the pirate girl held me by the hand and led
me up on some stairs.

“I
planned everything,” she explained. “I selected the guys, talked it
over with them, made them promise this will be our little secret.
And you know, how guys are: they had their orgasm, now they would
turn around and fall asleep and leave the poor girl unsatisfied. By
the way, do you like sloppy seconds?”

I had no time to
answer since she led me into a dimly lit room. There was a huge
king sized bed in the middle, with the bedding cockled up. There
had been clearly some action going on here. I even smelled sex in
the hot air of the room.

A guy dressed up
as a football player was lying on the bad. He was huge and sweaty,
his T-shirt torn to pieces so his muscular chest was visible. His
helmet was on the bed beside him. Down there he was naked, so I
could see his huge cock pointing at us. He had his eyes half closed
but watched us as we moved into the room.

“Who
is this?” somebody asked. My eyes got used to the dim light in the
room slowly. I could see a guy sitting in the arm chair near the
door. He was dressed like a pilot, in a grey coverall with some
badges and huge sunglasses on his head. He was chewing a gum and he
had his soft cock out, jerking it in his hand. He looked like Tom
Cruise from Top Gun, without the handsome face, of
course.

“He’s
the one who will take your place, honey,” the pirate girl answered.
The pilot spitted one aside, but said nothing. “Come on, guys,
let’s do this!” she said to the other side of the room. One of the
shadows parted from the corner: it was a guy dressed up like
Batman! His costume was perfect: black rubber clothes with the mask
and the belt. But he didn’t move like the real Batman; he was
staggering as he stepped to us. He held a bottle in his hand with
only a few whiskey on the bottom.

“Do
you want some, mate?” he looked at me with a blank stare from his
mask.

“A
drunken Batman? Really?” I asked from the pirate girl but she
shrugged:

“He’s
a good guy. And he’s still hard unlike my boyfriend…” she waved her
hand to the pilot in the arm chair.

She climbed on
the bed, and sat on the football player’s lap. She adjusted his
cock into her pussy, and slowly settled on it.

“Oh
that’s still good,” she moaned. Then she looked back at me and
gestured to get behind her,

“Come
on, Mr. Bond” she said, giggling. “Get your weapon ready.” But she
bit on her lips because the football player held her hips and
shoved his cock deeper into her.

I took my cock
out. When I bought this tuxedo, I didn’t really think it will feel
tight when I will climb behind a hot girl with a desire to fill her
ass up.

I climbed up
behind her. The skin of her beautiful round ass showed up between
the shreds of her pirate costume. She leaned back against me as she
slowly began sliding herself up and down on the football player’s
cock.

She winced a
couple times, then said, “Oof,” as she finally had his cock fully
inside her. The pirate girl bounced up and down a couple times,
then lay on the guy’s chest. She looked back to me, and
said,

“Fuck
my ass with your huge cock!”

I put my legs
above the guy’s thighs, adjusted my cock to the pirate girl’s
asshole, and slowly slid it in. It went easier than I thought. Even
though I could feel she was full with the football player’s cock in
her pussy, my cock slid easily into her hot asshole. I even sensed
something fluid on my skin. I reached down to check: it was
cum.

“What
the fuck?” I asked. The blonde girl looked back at me and
winked:

“Is
there something wrong?”

That was when I
realized why she asked me whether I like sloppy seconds. Somebody
just fucked her in the ass!

“Whose cum is this?” I asked. I could see the pilot spitting
again to the floor.

“Does
it matter?” the girl asked. I saw in her big green eyes and I
decided she’s right. It doesn’t really matter at all. If this is
the price I have to pay for double penetrating this hot chick, then
so be it.

I pushed into
her deeper. She grabbed my head,

“Oh
god... That feels good,” she moaned.

The football
player began fucking her ass and only the membranes between her
rectum and vagina separated my cock from his, and I could feel the
head of his cock bump against mine, almost as if I was wearing a
condom. He also held her by her hips so I could build up a steady
rhythm and started fucking her ass.

The pirate girl
was going, “Ungh... Ungh... Ungh...,” every time I bottomed
out.

We fucked her
steadily. I grabbed her hair and pulled her closer to me. With my
other hand, I spanked a few times her ass.

“Helly yeah!” she cried out. “See?” she told her boyfriend.
“It’s easy. Even this guy can do it.”

“Yeah, after I eased the back door…” the pilot said but the
girl didn’t pay any attention to him. She enjoyed the hard fucking
she got from us.

That was when
Batman stepped in front of her. He gulped from the bottle then
pulled his cape away. I could see his cock was out and hard
already. He grabbed her head and pulled her mouth on his cock. He
pushed balls deep in her. She started bobbing on her
immediately.

“Oh
yeah!” he shouted. “Suck my cock, honey!”

We fucked her in
a good rhythm. All her holes were filled, and her body tensed on
our cocks like a bow. I thought I will speed up things a little by
some nasty talk.

“Do
you like to be stuffed?” I murmured into her ears while I fucked
her ass hard. “Do you like these cocks in your body?”

“Mmmhmmm…” she moaned as she could with her mouth full with the
Batman’s cock.

“Yeah? Would you like to get your holes filled with our
sperm?”

“Mmmhhmmm…” she moaned again but that wasn’t enough for me. I
pulled back her head letting the cock in her mouth free.

“Say
it!” I ordered.

“Yeah…” she murmured.

“Come
on man!” the Batman said, whining. “What is your fucking
problem?”

This drunken
Batman was a little disappointing. A real illusion breaker. But I
wanted to hear the pirate girl speaking dirty.

“Say
it!” I ordered her again.

“I
love your cocks!” she cried out.

“And…?”

“And
I want you to fill me with your cum!” she cried again with eyes
closed.

That was enough
for me. I pushed her head back to Batman’s cock. He greeted it with
a grin and pulled another gulp from the bottle. Then he threw the
bottle to the floor, grabbed his cape and covered hey bobbing head
with it. I could hear she was giggling under the blue cape but on a
muffled voice so she probably continued the sucking. The drunken
Batman was lauging and he moved her head under the cape, fucked her
face with large thrusts. Then he pulled the cape away. The pirate
girl raised her head up, and jerking his cock, laughed at the guy
before her:

“You’re a fucking animal!”

“I’m
the fucking Batman!” he shouted, with his arms spread. The girl
laughed, and I was grinning. But the footbal player below us didn’t
say anything, he just punded the girl’s pussy with his huge cock.
The Batman grabbed the pirate’s blonde her again and pulled her
mouth back to his cock.

We fucked her
with all our power. Now all the three cocks pounded her open and
gaping holes. She closed her eyes again and cried out
loudly.

“That’s it! Fuck me!”

The pilot was
watching us from the arm chair. He didn’t jerk his cock any more,
he even put it away. But I could see he bit his upper lip a few
times.

This made me
fuck his girl even harder. I leaned on her, grabbed her tits
throught her costume and pounded her balls deep.

“Ohhh...” she cried out, “that’s so goood...”

I could tell she
was close to her orgasm.

“Oh
fuck... Oh fuck, I'm cumming,” she cried out.

I could feel her
ass clamping down on my ass as she rode out her orgasm. The
football player let go with his load, and I could feel his cock
pulsing inside her. That was enough to make me unload, too. I
pushed deeper and let all my juices shoot out into her hot, tight
ass. I could feel my balls tighten and empty their load into her
body.

But we didn’t
have time to enjoy our mutual orgasms. The Batman pulled her from
us, helped her on her knees on the floor. He grabbed her head and
jerked his cock on her panting face furiously. He needed a couple
of strokes only, and came like a pornstar; with a loud groan, he
sprayed his huge load on her cheeks, on her nose, on her lips, on
her jaw, everywhere.

He backed up and
sat in another armchair beside the pilot.

“See?” the pirate girl said. “That’s why I like him so much. I
can always count on his big cock.”

“Did
you enjoy youself?” her boyfriend asked.

“Oh
yeah… I’ve never came like that before.”

After we put our
costumes back on, the pirate girl winked, then said to
me,

“It
was a pleasure doing business with you, Mr. Bond.”

I pointed at her
and winked with my fingers doing like a shot at her. She smiled and
I got out of the room.

I met Bonnie in
the corridor. She was waiting for me. Her lipstick was smeared
around her lips and she held her shoes in her hands. She clearly
recovered from the lipstick party but she still had some strings of
some cum in her hair.

“Was
it good?” she pointed behind me.

“It
was hot as hell,” I admitted. “I’m glad you took us to this
party.”

She acknowledged
it with a nod.

“What
about the lipstick party?” I asked. “I can see you sucked some
lucky guys dry” I pointed to her hair.

“What?” she asked. She reached up and found the white fluid in
her hair. She teasted in from her fingers and said, smiling, “Yeah…
It was wild.”

“What’s with the shoes?”

“Oh
that...” she looked at it. “A guy asked me whether he can jerk it
of in my high heels.”

“And
you let him?”

“Well, it sounded like a funny idea back then so I borrowed
them to him… But now that cold fluid under my skin feels strange
and sloppy.”

“Sloppy is good sometimes,” I said, grinnig, and held her hand
and took to the exit.

“Wanna share stories?” she asked.

“Absolutely!” I
said. “But let me call a cab first.”
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I opened my eyes
and I checked the area around me. I was laying in a shiny room with
metal walls. There were round doors at the center of each wall,
even the ceiling and the floor had one.

There were two
people lying around me, both wearing brown uniforms. One of them
was a black guy. He was bald, tall and muscular, the uniform
tensing on his wide shoulders. He had black boots on his
feet.

The other was a
brunette girl. The zipper on her uniform was partly open, revealing
her black bra. And she was wearing black high heels on her
feet.

All the three of
us stood up slowly, scrubbing our eyes. I checked the name tag on
my uniform. It said, ‘Carrie’. I checked the others’. The
brunette’s one said ‘Ann’, and the black guy’s ‘Moss.’

“Carrie, Ann, and Moss?” I asked. “Really?”

The brunette
girl shrugged.

“Why
not?” she asked. ‘The real question is, why are we here?” she said,
much louder, looking around.

“Yeah,” the black guy added. “Why the fuck are we
here?”

“I
don’t know,” I said. “I can’t remember how I got here. The last
thing I know I was lying in my bed at home and watching The
Cube.”

“The
Cube?’ Ann asked. ‘This place is just like that one in that movie!
Wait… Do you think we are trapped in a Cube?’

I checked the
walls.

“They
sure look like solid metal…”

“Hey,
what are those?” Moss pointed to some black devices on the ceiling.
Ann stepped closer to them and checked them carefully.

“They
are cameras!” she said. “But this is a very unique design...” she
murmured.

“You
seem to know a lot about these cameras,” I added.
“Howso?”

“I
make my living by designing them,” she answered.

‘What
the fuck?’ asked the black guy. He grabbed the jacket of her
uniform and shouted at her face, ‘you know how we got here? Who are
you working for?’

“I
don’t know!” she cried and released his grip on her
jacket.

“Leave her alone,” I said to the black guy.

“Why?” he turned to me. “She may know the only trace of how we
here. Because I ain’t know how I got here, either.”

“He’s
got the point,” I added, turning to the brunette. “Tell us what do
you know about the cameras!”

The brunette was
hovering.

“Well…,” she started, “I make my living in designing cameras
for special custom industrial areas. Factories, security companies
and so on. You would never guess how much this product varies in
the aspect of noise tolerance, electromagnetic
protection...”

“What
did you optimize these cameras for?”

“For
porn.”

 


 


 


Inside The Cube by Sandy Monroe will be published in 2014!
Make sure you check Sandy Monroe’s profile at Smashwords to be
updated of her latest work!

http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/sandymonroe



cover.jpg
OFFICE SLUTS

Tra IAbd

HARDCORE MATERIAL





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



