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 From Bonnie’s
Diary

 





 


 After Dinner

 


 


“Is that cum in your hair, Clair?” She stared stonily at my
reflection in the mirror and then burst out laughing. We, and when
I say we I mean John, Adam, Clair and myself were enjoying a
business dinner at a high-class hotel, and we ladies had taken the
opportunity to powder our noses while waiting for the main course
to be served.

I
noticed the white stains in her hair earlier in the evening and
while I adjusted my tight black dress, my curiosity finally got the
better of me. Adam’s girlfriend was reapplying her lipstick which
matched the short, tight red dress she was wearing. The garment
showed off her shapely thighs to perfection as did her sexy high
heels, and a small wave of jealousy washed over me.

“Actually, it is, Bonnie” she admitted it, running her
perfectly manicured fingers through her blonde mane. Then she
giggled and turned towards me. “I didn’t want to say anything but
before we came here, Adam and I had a quickie.” I raised my
eyebrows inquisitively and demanded details. At first, she seemed
reluctant but soon started spilling the beans.

“Well, it wasn’t actually that good, if you know what I mean.
It was more like me on my knees, sucking cock.”

“Wow!” I giggled, admiring her honesty. “Nothing like a good
quickie build an appetite, right?”

“You’re so right,” she said thoughtfully, checking my
expression for sarcasm. Reassured I was sincere, she spoke again,
only this time she seemed a little hesitant.

“And you know, what’s strange?” and looked at me
questioningly.

“No,” I replied, wondering what she was going to say, wary of
her tone.

“As we were getting ready, Adam couldn't keep his hands off me
and it ended up with me leaning over the bed while he fucked me
from behind.” I smiled at her encouragingly, enjoying her tale. “It
all happened so fast, I really didn’t have time to cum but Adam
did.” She stared at me strangely before continuing. “I don’t know
what got into him but when he was ready to shoot his load, he
pulled me onto my knees and began wanking his cock. But just as he
started cumming, he shouted ‘Take it, Bonnie!’ and covered me with
spunk. What do you make of that?”

“What?” I replied shocked to my core. I’d never thought of
Adam in that way, but I had to admit, he was hot. Young and
muscular, I could easily picture him being masterful, but I’d never
expected him to fantasize about me, let alone wishing it was me he
was facializing.

“Jeez, I’m sorry,” I said apologetically to Claire.

“Never mind, Bonnie’,” she said. “Actually, although I felt
very cuckolded, it was strange and exciting.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely!” She smiled conspiringly. Her eyes sparkling with
excitement. “Sometimes I get so fucking bored of the vanilla shit
we do in bed, so when he made me suck his cock... well, when he
face fucked me, knowing it was you he wanted in front of him,
really turned me on.”

“So... No hard feelings?”

“Absolutely not!” she claimed, leaning towards the mirror,
making a final check of her makeup. “Actually, I wouldn’t mind
seeing it for real.” She was looking at my reflection intently and
I wondered if I’d understood her correctly.

“Do you mean...?” She nodded enthusiastically.

“A little swapping, yes! Wouldn’t that be
fantastic?”

I wasn’t
so enthusiastic about that, but Claire went on, turning to
me:

“I would totally love to watch Adam and you fucking each
other’s brain out. It’s a total turn-on!”

“Really?” I asked, not quite able to believe what I was
hearing. She moved behind me and began caressing my body

“But of course! Wouldn’t you get turned on watching your man
fucking another woman? Jeez, how could you resist touching yourself
when another woman swallows his cock and he’s looking you right in
the eye.”

Her
words and hands were getting to me and I nodded. Although John and
I had discussed it in an abstract sort of way, I’d never really
given it any real thought before. However listening to this goddess
trying to persuade me while gently caressing my body, I couldn’t
deny finding the idea sexy. Her hands cupped my breasts and my
doubts wavered.

“We have talked about it,” I admitted hesitantly,
“but…”

“Super!” Clare exclaimed before I could continue and moved her
hand over my stomach. “Wanna do it tonight, Bonnie?”

“W… wh..what?” I stammered. This was going too fast. I’d
assumed we’d go back and talk about this with the men, exchanging
ideas, plan a date and have time to get used to the idea, but the
hands caressing my body and warm breath in the back of my neck was
confusing me somewhat.

“Why not?” she insisted, one hand teasing my erect nipples
while the other sought out my throbbing clit. “We could rent a room
right here in the hotel and after dinner go upstairs and have some
fun. What do you say Bonnie?” she asked, planting small delightful
little kisses in my neck. “Don’t overthink it. Adam want’s you, I
want you and I’m sure John won’t mind fucking me, so what’s the
problem?”

Try as I
might, I couldn’t think of one good reason why not, and believe me
I was trying. I looked into her eyes and felt the heat of her body
through my dress. I saw the way her eyes sparkled and felt the way
her hands touched me and knew there was nothing I wanted more. The
lust she’d awakened in me grew and my hands reached back to touch
her. We stood there caressing each other for a moment and all I
could think about was spending the night with Claire and her even
sexier boyfriend.

“Okay, I guess...”

“Cool.” She kissed my neck and then moved away. She headed
towards the door while I stood there shaking in frustration. “Game
night, then!” she exclaimed enthusiastically. Before following her,
I stared at myself in the mirror, knowing that now I couldn’t have
a relaxed dinner after this. I just wouldn’t be able to shake off
the thought of watching John fucked Claire while getting laid by
Adam.

At the
table, I watched in amazement how easily and calmly Claire
conducted herself through the main course as if nothing had
happened in the restroom. She chatted gaily, changing the subject
subtly whenever a lull in the conversation appeared, laughing
meaningfully at the men’s jokes and listened avidly to their tall
stories. Watching her, I couldn’t help admiring her and thinking
she was a perfect actress.

Then
without warning, I saw her place a foot in my man’s lap during
dessert and watched his eyes grow as big as saucers. Shocked, he
looked for my reaction and was even more surprised when I winked at
him.

“What’s the matter, Johnny boy?” Claire asked her shoed foot
pressing harder into his crotch. “Cat got your tongue.” His face
searched mine for a clue and found none.

“I didn’t know this dinner was… a prelude,” he said slowly,
dangerously.

“Oh you’re talking about this?” she asked, applying more
pressure, causing my man to hiss out loud. “Don’t worry about
Bonnie here, Darling. We’ve already decided what’s happening
tonight. What do you say to a little fun and games, a little bit of
wife swapping?”

“Really?” Adam asked like he just won the lottery. Grinning
wildly, he checked me up and down.

“Absolutely,” I confirmed. “Claire and I decided we could take
a room here,” my finger pointing towards the ceiling, “and see how
things go,” I said huskily.

“We can try some things we’ve never done yet!” Claire
explained, the sex literally oozing from her pores. “We can switch
partners, or just watch each other fucking...”

“I’m not sure...” John said cautiously.

“I’ll even let you guys DP me,” Claire promised coyly, sealing
the deal.

The
silence was intense and I swear I heard the guys swallowing hard.
Then things happened really fast. They called the maître’ d and
within minutes a room was sorted out. Only when we were in the
elevator did things slow down

Claire
pressed the STOP button and laughed demonically as the steel box
ground to a halt. “I can see you guys need some release right now,”
referring to the huge tent-like shapes in their trousers. She
dropped to her knees in front of Adam and started undoing his
flies. “Besides, I haven’t had my dessert yet, boys.” She fished
out Adam’s rampant erection and greedily opened her
mouth.

“Come on baby, I really need some cum,” Claire insisted and
began bobbing her head. Adam wasted no time stuffing his hard cock
into her lusty mouth, shoving it so deeply, it disappeared out of
sight before I’d had a real chance to check it out. However, the
way her throat expanded told me I wasn’t going to be disappointed
this evening.

Not to
be outdone, John released his own monster while looking at me
expectantly.

“I always knew you like to go with the flow,” I said, smiling,
and knelt down in front of him.

“Guilty as charged,” he replied before sighing deeply as my
lips engulfed his erection.

We both
sucked the guys while glancing at each other, exchanging sly
smiles. Both Adam and John were grunting loudly as our heads bobbed
on their throbbing cocks. As if by agreement, they grabbed our
heads and really began fucking our faces. It was obvious they were
going for an immediate release. I watched in slutty satisfaction
how they watched us performing, and from the look in their eyes,
they were enjoying the view.

John was
the first to explode and his hot seed filled my mouth. He pulled my
head forwards, pressing his dick deeper down my throat. Beside me,
I heard Adam groaning and Claire choking. I reached for her hand
and she squeezed it, while the men continued emptying their balls.
Time seemed to stand still but eventually, they were done and we
both opened our mouths and let our men see their cream.

They
raised their eyebrows approvingly and then ordered us to kiss. I
quickly turned to Claire and our lips met. Our tongues entwined and
we shared cum. Adams tasted surprisingly sweet and fresh as we
continued our sloppy wet kiss

“Wow...,” John said, and I heard the unmistakable click of a
camera. We looked up at him, posing sluttily for his iPhone while
he carried on taking pictures. Adam was the first to regain some
common sense and quickly pressed the button for our floor. Claire
and I barely had the time to stand up when the elevator stopped and
opened its doors to an empty corridor. Leading our men by their
cocks, we made our way to the room.

“Here we are then!” Adam chuckled smugly. “Our room for the
night. Let the debauchery begin.” The room was tastefully decorated
and neatly arranged, as if was unprepared for the rampant sex that
was about to take place, despite the presence of a king sized bed.
The small yellow wall lamps gave it a snug feel, as did thick rug
and to our surprise, the floor to ceiling terrace window treated us
to a spectacular view of a city getting ready to party.

“So...,” said Claire excitedly, turning to face us. “Who wants
to start?”

“Well,” John replied, his voice thicker than normal. “You did
mention something about swinging if I’m not mistaken...”

“I sure did,” Claire stepped in front of John. “Why, are you
up for it?”

“Careful for what you wish for,” he warned. “Just to be clear,
what did you have in mind?”

“Everything and everything!” Claire replied, biting her index
finger seductively. “You can fuck me, or Adam can screw Bonnie.
Maybe you want to watch me and Adam or does seeing Bonnie and me
together turn you on?” I knew John well enough and didn’t need to
guess what he wanted.

“Any limits?” he asked.

“None, in principle but I’m not really into that sadomasochism
shit, you know, bruises and cuts which need to be covered up at
work the next day. Spanking is okay so long as you’re not too
rough.”

“Oooh I’ll take good care of you...,” he said simply and then
turned to me. “Are you sure about this?” Our eyes locked together.
I nodded

“Do you think you’ll be able to handle him?” he said, casually
nodding at Adam who was enjoying the view outside the
room.

“Don’t you worry about me, Darling,” I assured him with a big
smile. “You go and enjoy yourself,” and even patted his butt
encouragingly. He smiled wolfishly and turned towards Claire.
Seconds later his belt was wrapped around her neck like a collar
and leash.

“On all fours, bitch,” he ordered, his voice dangerously calm.
“It’s time to train you properly.”


Obediently she fell to the floor for the second - well,
probably third - time today and I couldn’t help wondering whether
her knees weren’t hurting yet. John pulled at the belt while
admiring her taut body, barely covered beneath the tight dress. He
paraded her around the room like she was a prize poodle. When he
passed the bed, he picked up the bottle of massage oil Claire had
thrown down after entering the room. Then he led her towards the
terrace windows and pulled her to her feet.

“Look at the view, bitch,” he ordered. “Is it to your liking?”
She nodded but I knew I heard her swallow hard.

“It’s beautiful...,” she said a touch uncertain.

“It sure is..,” he added. “And I’m going to fuck your
magnificent ass right here, where the whole city can see
it.”

I was
amazed at how dominant John was being. Where was my “go with the
flow,” guy, the man who seemed to hesitate in almost everything he
did, I wondered before hearing a deep voice beside me?

“How about you getting on your hands and knees.” I turned and
looked at Adam.

“Are you going to parade me around the room too, with a belt
around my neck?” He shook his head.

“I’d rather have you here,” he patted the sofa. “I want to
explore your body, Bonnie.”

He
settled onto the sofa, and I positioned myself on my hands and
knees above his lap just like he wanted.

“Wow...,” he said breathlessly. “I’ve fancied you for so
long,” and ran a finger over my spine. “Do you mind?” he asked,
raising my dress over my bum, exposing it for his
pleasure.

“Not at all,” I answered huskily, looking over my shoulder at
him before wiggling my ass invitingly. His hand caressed my
buttocks softly, lulling me into a state of relaxation. Then he
spanked me hard.

“Nice tone,” he said as my skin reddened. I giggled at the
remark and was rewarded with another spank.

He
deftly removed my panties and threw the drenched garment on the
sofa before moving his hands over my exposed body while he tenderly
kissed my butt cheeks. Then he spread my ass, taking a moment to
admire what he saw, before leaning forward and circling my exposed
asshole with his tongue. Saliva dribbled down my anal crack while
his fingers pressed against my cunt and clit while he tongued my
ass and the cocktail of pussy juice and spittle dripped onto his
lap, forming a wet spot on his light gray trousers.

I closed
my eyes and bit my lip in ecstasy, this attention was really
getting to me. Not that I wasn’t horny, quite the opposite in fact.
Claire’s intimate touching in the restroom, the sexy dinner and the
hot face fucking in the elevator had all combined to get me wet and
when his tongue probed my back entrance I knew my orgasm wasn’t far
away. I started breathing heavily. I really needed this indulgence
and hoped, with all my heart, that Adam wouldn’t stop before I
climaxed. Then his fingers started to explore my dripping wet pussy
and I came immediately. My body stiffened and I began moaning and
whimpering while simultaneously trying to impale myself on Adam’s
strong fingers.

“Thank you,” I said when my orgasm subsided. Our eyes met. “I
really needed this.”

“It was my pleasure,” he said, grinning. “Are you ready for
round two?” I nodded.

“Sure! How do you want me?”

“From behind!” he said, loosening his tie. I swiftly moved to
the end of the sofa and bent over the arm. From this position, I
had a good view of what John was doing on the balcony with Claire.
They were naked and facing the magnificent view but I could see
everything that was happening. He was entering her ass slowly, that
much I could see, more from the way she held her body taut than
from actually seeing him enter her, although the way John’s
buttocks were clenched together, I knew he was
concentrating.

“Ahhhh...,” Claire cried out.

“Take it, bitch” John ordered.

At
precisely that moment, Adam pressed his cock against my juicy cunt
and thrust his hips forward. His cock surged forward, filling my
silken tunnel completely and a wave of pleasure washed over me. I
let my head hang and waited for Adam’s onslaught. Immediately he
started fucking me, his prick sliding easily in and out of my
soaking wet pussy his balls banging against the back of my thighs
again and again. I reached down and fingered my clit, enjoying the
way he was banging me. Suddenly our attention was drawn to the far
side of the room.

“Fuck me you bastard,” Claire screamed at John as he stood
motionless behind her. “Fuck my ass and make me cum.” My boyfriend
needed no further encouragement and began pounding her back passage
hard. His balls slapped into her in the same rhythm as Adam’s
slammed into me, and I surrendered myself to the unadulterated lust
that coursed through my veins.

Our
moans and the sound of skin hitting the skin filled the room and
turned me on even more. Adam was really giving me a good going over
and my body began its familiar tingling, but it was the sight of
John sodomizing Claire that was really making me cream. John was
really giving it to her, fucking her as hard as I haven’t felt him
take me in months.

He was
spanking her ass repeatedly while he fucked her and the stream of
obscenities coming from the far end of the room made the scene even
hornier. Adam was of the same opinion because he reached forward
and grabbed my breasts with one hand and my hair with the other,
and pulled me even harder onto his wonderful cock. Time and again
he massaged my G-spot with his engorged helmet and quickly brought
me to my second orgasm, and the evening was still young. The
release was more powerful than the previous and I cried out loudly,
my body shuddering uncontrollably as Adam’s prick continued
pounding my cunt.

When I
finally regained my senses, I saw John standing over Claire. She
was on her knees again and John had her head pressed against the
wall of glass. His other hand was jerking his cock violently,
aiming it at her face. I recognized his expression and knew he was
on the edge. Suddenly cum exploded from the swollen glans and
splattered powerfully against the tinted glass. He continued
wanking, making sure he emptied his balls even shook the last
oozing drop onto the smooth surface.

“Your turn, bitch,” he said, masterfully pulling Claire’s
angelic face closer to the window. Adam stopped fucking me and
watched in awe as his blonde girlfriend leaned closer to the shiny
surface and began licking at the creamy splotches of warm spunk
with her tiny pink tongue. John bent over and whispered fiercely
into her ear. Then he stood up straight and watched how she cleaned
the glass, swallowing each large deposit until the window was
clean. John pointed to some residual spots on the glass and Claire,
still obeying him unwaveringly, quickly licked them clean, waiting
for his approval.

“That was really something...,” Adam stated withdrawing his
prick from my steaming cunt. He slumped back on the sofa and
started undressing properly. As the last garment landed on the
floor John guided Claire back into the middle of the room. He was
leading her by her hair; his belt hanging loosely from her neck.
Her hair was ruffled, and her dress was wrinkled beyond
recognition. She held her heels in her hand and had the look of a
completely satisfied, freshly fucked bitch.

“I think your girlfriend is ready for a proper DP now, man,”
John said calmly to Adam, who was staring at Claire
anxiously.

“Are you, honey?” he asked, standing up and moving in front of
her. His stiff cock pointed at her like a cocked gun.

“Yes...,” she smiled, her eyes focusing on his swaying
appendage. John reached down and yanked her head by her
hair.

“What did you say, slut?” He demanded. “I didn’t quite
understand you.” Her eyes widened in surprise.

“I want you to fuck my ass and pussy!” she said out loud, her
eyes sparkling with excitement now. “I want to feel both of you
between my legs.” John released his grip slightly.

“That’s much better,” John said and let go of her hair. He
grabbed her hand and pulled her towards the sofa but Adam was
already there. Claire instinctively climbed onto his lap, reaching
behind her and guiding his cock into her receptive pussy. Then John
pushed her against Adam’s chest and ordered her to spread her ass.
I watched fascinated as John thrust his cock back into her asshole.
Claire cried out as she was impaled but the guys didn’t give her a
chance to get adjusted to the thick pricks filling her orifices. As
soon as they could, they started pounding her like men
possessed.

I could
never imagine I would just stand there and watch John fuck another
woman, but here I was and more importantly, I found it a huge turn
on. Wanting to have something to look at later I decided to take
some photos. I quickly grabbed my smartphone and began clicking
away. The three of them were so involved in what they were doing,
they never heard me but seeing this classical DP was hot as hell.
Adam was watching his girlfriend as both men pummeled her body.
John’s back gleamed in a sweaty sheen and drops of perspiration
dripped from his nose onto Claire’s naked back.

She
hadn’t noticed: mostly because she was too busy whimpering and
moaning as two thick cocks hammered into her body. Hearing her
cries enflamed the boys, and they upped their efforts, pounding
their pricks even harder into her orifices and it didn’t go
unnoticed by Claire. Her body stiffened and she let out a feline
scream. I watched entranced as both men ground their balls against
her receptive body, causing her to shudder violently. I pointed my
cellphone in her direction and got some wonderful shots of her
contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain. I smiled as I thought
about what Facebook would do if she used these as her profile
pics.

The guys
thrust halfheartedly while Claire collapsed on top of her boyfriend
but it was obvious she was spent for the moment. Adam lifted her
limp body off his erection after John withdrew from her ass and set
her down on the sofa. Both men turned towards me, their rampant
cocks sticking out in front of them.

“Claire’s fantasy has been fulfilled today,” he said matter of
factly, standing up next to John. “She’s had more cock today than
she reckoned on, and she needs some rest,” he continued. He reached
for his cock and began jerking it wildly while grinning broadly at
me. “I still haven’t come yet, Bonnie so seeing as Claire’s not in
much state to do anything about it, I was thinking maybe you’d like
to finish this.”

I nodded
in agreement, despite still being half clothed. The look in his
eyes made it obvious what he wanted and remembering what Claire had
told me in the restroom, I knelt down in front of him and
obediently opened my mouth. Adam was wanking so hard the tip of his
cock was an angry, red color and I wondered briefly if he was in
pain. Then John moved into view, his hand wrapped tightly around
his girth. I looked at them expectantly and stuck my tongue out
greedily.

“Wait a minute,” Adam cried almost in pain. He reached for my
discarded panties and ordered me to open wider. Doing as I was
told, he fed me my drenched thong, arranging it in exactly the way
he wanted it, the smell of my arousal tantalizing my
nostrils.

“Perfect, Bonnie!” Adam said and pushed his throbbing cock
back into my face. It was obviously too much for him because within
seconds he was cumming copiously. Huge strings of thick white cum
exploded from the tip, hitting my nose first, then my lips and then
covering the strategically placed thong.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck...” Adam gasped as he emptied his balls onto
the silken black material. “That’s it...,” he said breathlessly.
“I’m done.” And stepped back, completely drained.

John was
next. As usual, he was silent except for the soft grunting as his
hand moved in a blur. I looked at his face and saw the expression
of deep concentration. His eyes were screwed shut and his lips were
clamped together making it difficult for him to breath easily.
Suddenly his spunk splattered against my face, covering my mouth,
thong, and chin with thick white cream. I poked my tongue into the
saturated garment and tasted Adam’s seed, already soaked into the
porous material.

John was
tapping his engorged helmet against my hidden tongue while he
jerked the last amount of cum from his cock, and that’s when I
heard Claire making her pictures on her smartphone. I guessed the
sight of me eating cum soaked panties was just as horny as the
pictures I’d made of her being DP’ed and somehow I knew we’d being
swapping pictures later.

“Don’t worry,” she said, taking another shot. She grinned
teasingly. “I won’t post this on Facebook. Not yet,
anyway...”

 





 


 Daydreaming

 


I spent
a lot of time lying in bed this morning thinking over this
one.

My
mistress’s new well-endowed boyfriend is coming over, and she has
plans to have me serve and please them while they enjoy each
other.

Dressed
in a pretty pink, sissy dress with white lace and frills, matching
lingerie and my little sissy clit encased in its cage, I kneel by
the front door and wait patiently for them to arrive from their
date.

When
they step through the door, she has me pull his cock out and suck
him off while they make out in the doorway. They become
increasingly aroused, standing there caressing each other while his
crotch is pressed hard into my face. Their dirty talking, plus his
cock buried deep in my throat, drives me wild and after a short
while he shoots his first load of the night, into my mouth and over
my face.

She
calls me a filthy cum face, spunk mouthed sissy, slaps my face and
spits on me.

They
leave me there for some time, kneeling while they eat and wait for
him to recover. I hear him talking on the phone, and from what I
can understand, they seem to be planning something
special.

A short
while later, the doorbell rings and a handsome friend of my
mistress’s boyfriend arrives. Ultimately, I’m on my knees, leaning
over the bed with my hands bound behind my back. The new man, this
total stranger, taking advantage of my prone position fucks me
hard, making me moan and cry as he punishes my poor little sissy
hole.


Meanwhile mistress’s boyfriend fucks her from behind, her
face positioned right in front of mine. She whispers dirty things
to me while we’re both being fucked, telling me how much she loves
seeing me taking a big cock up the arse. When her boyfriend comes
inside her, she orgasms, kissing me passionately, the intense
pleasure causing her to bite my lip and make me bleed.

Once the
Stranger has come, condoms are peeled from the real men’s cocks and
put into my mouth. I have to suck out all the cum from them, which
I do hungrily. Their creamy deposits have an artificial fruity
taste because of the condom, which I don’t mind, but I prefer the
familiar salty taste of cum, and am suitably rewarded.

Then I
get sent to the bathroom to get cleaned up, while listening to my
mistress being properly serviced by her two well-endowed
studs.

 


 





 


 Just a
Pervert Quickie

 


Well…
This always sticks in my mind:

 


1. Hubby
handcuffed in chair.....

2. Me
spreadeagled standing in heels on a frame - X position, a red gag
ball in my mouth

3. Large
black man with great abs and a huge cock fucking me in
front.

4. White
guy easing cock in and out of my well lubed arse....

 


How
could it feel, being fucked right in front of my hubby? Both of us
knowing I’ll soon be flooded with these strangers hot sticky cum
and there is nothing he can do about it...

Total
taboo fantasy!!!!

 





 


 From John’s Diary

 





 


 Playing Pool

 


It was
the fourth round that night and I was on a losing streak. My friend
and colleague Kyle, was busily fattening his wallet with my hard
earned dollars. With every new round, his smile continued to
grow.

“Give it up, bro’,” he told me. “It’s just not your
day.”

Because
of my misfortune, I decided to not try again. Even though I
rationalized that after losing four times, my luck had to change, I
wasn’t prepared to tart fate again. Putting down the cue, I decided
to call it a day and that’s when I spotted Lawrence coming through
the door of the employee's room in the back.

“Hi,” I said casually as he passed. I never understood what
his sexy bitch of a wife, Madison, from the office saw in him.
Compared to her, he was a totally lame dick. Blond, hot and a
filthy mouth, she never missed an opportunity to use it. Everybody
hated her, but the way she dressed made up for a lot. Her outfits
weren’t designed for sympathy, more for grabbing attention. I
always wondered how a limp dick like Lawrence managed to hold on to
her.

“Probably money” I muttered beneath my breath. I needn’t have
worried, he had barely noticed us.

“Hello,” he said, with empty eyes.

I held
out my hand. “I’m John, a co-worker of your wife?” I said, “And
this is Kyle?” I continued, pointing to my friend behind
me.

“Sure…” Lawrence said, uncertainly shaking my hand. “Hi, how
you doing.” He sat down in an empty chair and looked straight in
front of him. My eyes met Kyle’s and we nodded
knowingly.

“Hey, man,” I stepped towards Lawrence, “is everything okay?
You look so...” I struggled to find the right word.

“Wanna a drink?” Kyle interjected, and handed over his scotch.
Lawrence looked at the clear brown liquid in puzzlement and then
gulped it down in one shot.

“I don’t know what I’m gonna do,” he almost sobbed. Finally
looking at us with watery eyes he continued. “I don’t know
how…”

“I know it’s not my business...” I asked, feeling a little
uncomfortable.

“Actually, it could be your business.” He suddenly stood up,
grabbed my collar and pulled me towards him. Then he looked deep
into my eyes. “I’ve noticed how all of you look at Madison. The way
she dresses.”

“Sorry, man, it’s just a guy thing...”

He
relaxed and produced a nasty looking smile. “That’s okay, Guy,” he
said, releasing and smoothing down my collar. “Especially
now...”

We were
stunned into silence and our inaction seemed to return him to his
earlier lethargic state. Then he spoke again, his voice barely a
whisper. “I found out Madison was cheating on me, today” he
explained, staring into the void.

“Sorry, man...” Kyle mumbled behind me.

“Maybe he was looking for answers,” I said, wondering whether
anybody noticed the reference to the movie ‘O Brother, Where Art
Thou?’ Nobody had, and much to my disappointment, Lawrence went on
explaining his pain

“And it’s not like she fucked someone on a crazy ladies night.
No, she’s been cheating on me for months, with our neighbor of all
people.”

“The bitch!” Kyle commiserated, although I could tell he was
enjoying Lawrence’s painful confession. Although the idea of
Madison cheating on her lame dick husband was funny, I just looked
at him in disbelief.

“I found their sex video on her phone,” Lawrence continued
explaining, shaking his head angrily. “You know that bitch did
everything with him. And I mean everything… Including all the
things she refused me.”

“Like what?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Anal, facials, creampies. Everything you can think of, she
did it… with him.”

“Hmmmm,” I murmured a little too enthusiastically. I could
think of a lot of slutty stuff.

“Wow...” Kyle said, echoing my thoughts. I looked at him
sternly. “I mean, sorry man...” he quickly added sympathetically.
Lawrence barely noticed.

“Anyway, as soon as I found out, I came here to confront her
but as soon as I saw her, standing there in her sexy outfit, the
thought of her doing all those things to me got me horny and I
ended up having some really hot revenge sex back there.” He waved
his hand in the direction of the back room.

“Why are you so down then, Man?” Karl asked in surprise.
Lawrence smile grew tighter.

“I found out the real reason for her cheating on me:
Apparently, I couldn’t satisfy her, like ever. Even now, she’s
still begging for more, but I couldn’t get it up.”

I patted
his shoulder. “Don’t worry Bud, it happens to everybody…” I turned
to Kyle and winked.

“So...,” Kyle started saying, “that means you two were fucking
back there?” The disbelief was obvious.

Lawrence
nodded and then buried his head in his hands. “Yeah, but it only
lasted about a minute or so.”

“And where’s Madison now?” I demanded, my excitement
rising.

“She’s back there, craving for more cock...”

Kyle
looked at me and nodded. Lawrence looked up at us and realized what
we were thinking. “Hey, maybe you two could try satisfying
her!”

“What? Are you kidding?” Kyle and I asked in chorus. Lawrence
nodded.

“Yep!” He stood up and explained. “Just go in and fuck her
senseless. I’m serious. My marriage is probably over and I don’t
want anything to do with that bitch again.”

“And are you sure you’re okay with this?” Kyle asked, unable
to believe Lawrence wasn’t pulling our chains.

“Sure, whatever...” and then walked out of the
room.

“Do you think he was serious?” I asked.

“There’s only one way to find it out...” Kyle replied pointing
at the closed door.

We
entered the room. The light was dimmed, but Madison, lying on her
side, on the pool table was clearly visible. Her hands were tied
together with a necktie, were resting above her head while her
blouse was ripped open. Her small, perky breasts were in view and
her nipples were still erect. Her mini skirt was bunched up around
her waist and her legs, clad in sexy stockings and high heels were
spread obscenely.

She
heard us approaching and turned her head. As we reached the table
she smiled wantonly. “Hi guys..., could you please fuck
me?”

“Look at this bitch...” Kyle said unbelievably. “Spread on the
table... Hungry for cock...” He trailed his index finger slowly
over her skin, from her face down her neck, breasts, and thighs.
“What’s this?” he said harshly and pointed between Madison’s
thighs. I leaned over. It was a trail of fresh white cum dripping
from her pussy.

“Looks like hubby came around here,” I giggled. Madison nodded
and let out a long sigh.

“I was just getting started when he shot his fucking load.
Then the useless bastard left me here like this...” She looked at
us appealingly. “I’m so fucking horny, would you two like to take
his place?” Madison begged. “Pleeeaaassssee, I really need some
hard cocks right now!”

“Okay, bitch!” Kyle said and slapped her face hard. “You will
get the fucking of your life tonight!” He had his cock out in a
second and pressed it to her face. I looked around and double
checked the room was empty and the door was closed. Then I freed my
throbbing cock and joined Kyle and Madison on the table. Madison
motioned to me to join her, so kneeling on the table beside her, I
set up shop.

She was
busy sucking Kyle’s cock so I slapped her cheeks with my throbbing
hard-on. She couldn’t move her head much, but Kyle was helping her,
holding her head by her hair and pushing his cock deep into her
mouth again and again. I reached down and grabbed a handful of tit
while I continued slapping my meat against her face. Eventually,
Madison released Kyle from her mouth, turned around, and looking me
hungrily in the eye, said, “This is so hot!”

Instead
of answering, I used the opportunity to shove my cock deep into the
office bitch’s mouth. I just held it here for a few seconds,
admiring the view of Madison’s filthy mouth wrapped around my cock.
Then I started to fuck her face. It felt so good pushing my cock
all the way, feeling my balls against her succulent lips while my
helmet stretched her throat. I even managed to pinch her tits while
I went to town in her mouth.


Meanwhile, Kyle was kneeling between Madison’s splayed legs
and was aiming his huge cock at the juicy slit. Without a word, he
thrust forward, his rigid dick disappearing easily between her
pussy lips. The office bitch let out a surprised yelp but quickly
resumed sucking my cock as Kyle began fucking her with long, deep
strokes, his rhythm building up nicely. The expression on Madison’s
face was one of pure ecstasy. She raised her tied hands and gripped
my cock.

“Goddammit you guys, don’t stop. Treat me like the little
whore I am.” To emphasize her words, she started jacking me off.
Kyle continued to fuck her hard and after a few seconds, I removed
myself from the table so they could enjoy each other. He looked up
at me and winked and then really began pounding her cunt. I watched
in fascination as her perky little tits bobbed up and down more
violently as Kyles’ body pummeled hers. Madison started moaning
loudly and it was obvious she was on the verge of cumming. Seconds
later we watched in amazement as Madison, the haughty
office

bitch,
powerfully orgasmed. After she’d stopped shaking, Kyle pulled out
and motioned me to take his place.

I
gripped my cock and gave it a couple of pulls as I moved between
her legs. I looked at her red, swollen pussy and the trail of cum,
glistening on her thighs and made my decision.

“I don’t like sloppy seconds, bitch, so I’m gonna have to fuck
your ass.”

“Do it…,” she moaned. Taking that as a green light, I placed
my engorged helmet against her twitching asshole. There was a tiny
bit of resistance as her sphincter opened up, but then I was
inside. She moaned loudly as I pushed deeper into her back passage.
It felt soooo good! Her tight ass squeezed my cock as I slid
further inside her bowls and I knew she liked it there. Kyle took
my place at the head of the table and fed her his thick prick.
Moments later we were fucking her in unison.

I was
surprised at how quickly Madison experienced another orgasm. It
seemed like I’d only pumped her a few times before she started
shrieking loudly and her body started shuddering violently. Through
it all, I took no pity on her and kept up my onslaught on her ass.
For good measure, I slapped her ass repeatedly, her buttocks
turning a nice shade of angry pink.

Kyle
laughed at this and pulled his cock from between Madison’s
succulent, made up lips. His shaft was glistening and the bitch’s
saliva was dripping down onto her upturned face. Seeing the begging
expression she had, Kyle slapped his meat against her flushed
cheeks.

“Jesus... Jesus Christ, don't stop guys, please don't stop,”
she pleaded, catching her breath. It wasn’t clear what she was
enjoying the most; the hardcore ass fucking or the dirty face
slapping, but to be honest, I didn’t care. Judging by what I saw
happening in front of me, neither did Karl, because we just
continued working her over.

“Get on your hands and knees, bitch,” I ordered brusquely.
“I’m really gonna punish your ass.”


Obediently, she did as she was told. From where I was
standing, she looked a picture. Seeing her kneeling on the pool
table expectantly, her clothes rumpled and ruined, her face and
cunt dripping wet, my lust rose. I knelt behind and fed her greedy
ass my cock. The wanton bitch didn’t even open her eyes when I
entered her but I knew she liked what was happening by the way she
kept thrusting her ass backward, matching my movements.

Kyle
knelt up in front of her and shoved his cock into her mouth so that
she looked like she was being spit roasted. Determined to break
her, Kyle fucked her face really hard, making her gag continuously
but she never once begged him to stop. On the contrary, she kept
her face buried in his crotch.

“How do you like being our little slut, Madison? How do you
like being spit roasted?" I growled.

“I love it... Don't stop... Please... Keep fucking me,”
Madison gasped between Kyles’s violent thrusts.

“How about we both fuck you?” I suggested hopefully. Unable to
speak with her mouthful, Madison simply nodded.

Eager to
take advantage of the situation, Kyle withdrew from her mouth and
laid on the table beside her. Holding his erection upright, he
motioned to Madison that she should get on top of him. Taking up
the invitation, Madison straddled his prick and began riding him
cowgirl fashion. Watching the two of them fucking made me eager to
join in and I climbed up behind her.

“Bend over bitch, your ass is mine,” I growled in her ear. As
soon as she leaned forward, I rammed my cock into her vacant
asshole. She screamed quite loudly, making me jump, and without
thinking I

pulled
out. Immediately Madison reached back and grabbed my cock and
pulled it towards her proffered bottom.

“Just ignore me. It hurts like hell, but I love it,” she
moaned wantonly.


Accepting her explanation, I pressed my dome against her
sphincter and pushed forward. Taking it a lot slower now, I kept
going until my balls banged against her bum. After a moment's
pause, I started fucking her. Slowly at first but it didn’t take
long for me to quicken the pace. Beneath us, Kyle was matching my
movements precisely and between us, all Madison could do was
whimper and enjoy.

Seconds
later, her body stiffened and she emitted a feral growl. It was
then that I realized she’d orgasmed again. Neither of us relented
and we pounded her body right the way through her climax, enjoying
the way her body trembled when our stiff cocks plunged deep inside
her.

“Jesus, you’re a bad ass slut, Madison,” Kyle said as the
bitch from the office recovered from one of her many
orgasms.

“Ohhh God... yesss...,” she moaned, her head hanging
suppliantly. “I really needed this... so bad...”

“Holy shit, I wish I knew you were such a slut,” I said, my
cock still throbbing inside her tight, hot asshole.

Madison
raised her head and looked down at Kyle.

“Fuck me again,” she said, “nice and hard, just how I like
it.”

“My God, we’ve discovered an honest to god nympho,” replied
Kyle in disbelief, as he continued pummeling her pussy. It was
strangely erotic feeling his prick rubbing against mine through the
thin flimsy veil of skin separating her orifices.

Being
part of Madison’s sandwich was beginning to take its toll and I
felt my knees aching. I heard greedy sucking sounds coming from
beneath the blond haired slut and assumed Kyle was sucking
Madison's perky round tits. Madison kept moaning as both pricks
bored into her, each one thrusting harder and harder.

Despite
being overcome with ecstasy, she matched our maniac thrusts easily
and I was surprised to see she was still full of energy. She must
really get off on this rough handling, God knows she was acting
like some dye in the wool porn star. I felt Kyle stop moving and
that allowed me to really pump her hard, my thrusts impaling
Madison onto Kyle’s rigid manhood.

“You're such a dirty slut, Madison,” Kyle said through gritted
teeth.

“I... am...” Madison agreed, her voice a little more hoarse
than it usually sounded.

“Do you like the way our cocks are fucking your holes?” I
asked.

“Yes...” Madison began saying but was cut off by Kyle shoving
his finger into her mouth. She didn't even flinch. She sucked it
deep in, letting a lot of saliva drip on my friend’s
hand.

“Good God you're fucking crazy,” Kyle said in
wonderment.

“Just fuck me, guys!” Madison wailed. “Make me
cum!”

“Look at this fucking slut,” Kyle said. “You think she can
take two cocks in her pretty mouth?”

“She has got a pretty wild mouth,” I said thoughtfully, “so
why don't we try. What do you think, Madison?" I asked, fucking her
asshole very hard. Seeing her nod, I gave her one final fuck and
then withdrew from her gaping asshole. I stood there, watching them
climb off the table, leisurely wanking while I waited for Madison
to get on her knees. Without instruction, our afternoon's fuck toy
knelt down on the dirty floor and I was amazed to see how skanky
she looked. With her hair messed up, her face flushed, and her
ruined blouse barely covering her chest, she looked like a true
professional. Then she grabbed our cocks and put them in her mouth.
Although our cocks pressed against each other, the situation was so
crazy, it didn’t seem to matter.

Much to
our surprise, Madison managed to fit them inside her filthy little
mouth, wiggling her tongue between our cocks while looking up at
us. Her eyes sparkled mischievously as she struggled to accommodate
two raging hard-ons between her cherry red lips.

Despite
both of us trying, it soon became apparent that this was more for
the fun than fulfillment and seconds later Kyle withdrew his cock
and gave me an encouraging smile.

“She’s all yours, John,” he said generously, stepping back to
enjoy the view. Madison didn’t flinch a bit and went on sucking my
cock. She let it slip from her lips and said huskily, “Fuck my face
you big pricked bastard.”

I
started humping her face, not too hard at first, but determinedly
pushing my cock deep into her throat, time and time again. I
suddenly realized her arm was moving and was amazed to see her
playing with her swollen clit. She really was insatiable. This was
a huge turn on and I began fucking her face in earnest now. Between
my wild thrusts, I heard her muffled moan.

“I'mfff cumminghhh!”

I
grabbed her head and fucked her throat even harder, pounding her
mouth while her orgasm ripped through her body and was astounded
when she grabbed my balls with her free hand and gave them a good
squeeze. Her orgasm seemed to last ages but eventually she calmed
down and much to my relief, she loosened the grip on my
balls.

I pulled
out of her mouth and saw her breathing hard. A knowing smile
appeared across her face.

“My God... This was so dirty...” she said, panting.

“You think we're done here?” Kyle asked in disbelief, standing
beside me. He slapped his cock against her face. “You think we’re
here for your pleasure? God, you’re a spoilt bitch.” He continued
spanking her face with his meat. “If that’s what you think, then
you’re sadly mistaken. You’ve had your fun, now it’s our
turn.”

The
wanton expression on her face told us enough.

“Well, why don’t you two studs give it to me,” she said
huskily, “all over my face.”

Kyle
looked at me and winked. The two of us moved into position and
began jacking our cocks. I thought we’d explode immediately, but
somehow we’d both managed to keep it together during the whole
session. I guessed some of that was due to the fact neither of us
wanted to pass up the opportunity to fuck Madison and both of us
were determined to see it through to the end.

“Open your mouth, slut” Kyle ordered.

“Why don’t you finish us off, bitch,” I added just as
brusquely. Madison obeyed our wishes and grabbed our throbbing
cocks. With a sly smile, she began jerking us off.

“Anything you say, stud. What kind of spoilt slut would I be
if I let you all do the work?” she said coyly, her arms moving
rapidly.

Kyle was
the first one to cum. He moaned out loud and came with huge white
drops spraying on her tongue. “That’s it...,” he moaned. “Drink my
spunk you fucking whore.”

Copious
cum and saliva dribbled out of Madison’s mouth and trickled down
her chin before dripping onto her exposed chest and the floor.
Finally spent, Kyle stepped back to admire his handy work. Seeing
the blond office bitch, kneeling on the floor with cum dripping
down her face was simply mind blowing.

“Do you like swallowing spunk?” I asked, as she wildly jerked
my cock.

“Hmmm,” she moaned, her tongue flicking quickly across her cum
smothered lips.

“Good,” I replied coolly, “because I’m cummin.”

Madison
poked out her tongue again, but I that was not what I wanted. I
pushed her hand away and grabbed my pulsating prick, aiming it at
her face.

“I wanna cum all over your pretty face, slut,” I said
masterfully. “Let me paint your face.”

“Hmmm, cum for me baby,” she replied hungrily. “I’ve always
known you wanted me to be your little slut.” That was the last
straw.

I shot
my load all over Madison's face and hair. The first thick rope hit
her cheek, which had turned a rosy red from the intensity of the
moment, while the second thick salvo landed in her hair. The third
and fourth expulsions covered her face from her forehead down to
her chin and covering everything in between.

“Wow, look at you… you little cumslut,” Kyle said in
admiration.

“Hmmmm...,” she moaned, licking cum off her fingers. Her face
was covered in goo, which was insanely hot because it showed just
how much of a nasty slut she was.

I looked
at Madison, kneeling there, one last time, marveling at the body we
had used as a communal fuck toy. Her pussy was red and swollen and
I guessed her asshole would hurt for a few days, such was the
ferocity with which I’d fucked her.

Her pale
skin was blotchy red where we’d grabbed or slapped her and her hair
was so wild and messy, it went beyond the "just-been-fucked"
hairstyle. This was definitely in the, "I’ve just-been-sandwiched"
territory, a place usually reserved for porn stars and backdoor
hookers — not a successful businesswoman. Kyle grabbed his phone,
taking pictures of the apparition in front of us. Madison looked at
him wantonly and blew him a kiss.

“Just making sure I don’t forget how you looked after the
fucking we’ve given you,” he said casually, snapping more
photos.

 





 


 Late Night Office Slut

 


Cindy
was the kind of girl who looks hot because she did everything
possible to look hot; hair dyed blonde, heavy slutty make-up, and a
keep fit regime that guaranteed her a killer body. Although these
things disguised her strong personality some things can’t be
hidden. Things like her straight thin lips, her strong nose, and
cold blue eyes, gave the careful observer clues to her real nature.
“Clothes,” someone once said “make the man” and Cindy took this
seriously.

Her
fashionable clothes did her body justice, making her look hot and
sexy. Every guy in the office liked the way she looked and smelt.
Some had even confided in me that they would have fucked her in a
New York minute. I’ll have to admit she had an effect on me but
really… her ice queen bitch style ruined everything.

Anyway,
It was a regular Wednesday night shift and I was sitting in my
boss’s, The Worm, comfortable swivel chair. He ordered me to take
charge for a while because he had some personal stuff to sort out
and needed about an hour or so free. I agreed and then he
disappeared without another word. This was a perfect chance for me
to snoop around his office and after sampling the whiskey I found
in the desk, cheap, I decided to check out the private shower
behind the office. Nothing special.

I was
lounging in the expensive chair with my feet on the desk, admiring
the smoked glass cabinets along the far wall. Watching my
reflection cleaning out my nails with the antique letter opener I
found in one of the Worm’s desk drawers, was very entertaining.
Waiting for the telephone to ring, the boss hadn’t said it would
ring for certain but if it did I should answer it, and to be honest
I was bored out of my mind. That’s when I heard the tiny knock.
Surprised, I quickly checked to see if everything was where it
should be and then crossed the room to open the door. My surprise
grew when I saw who was knocking.

“Oh, sorry,” Cindy said and I could tell she wasn’t expecting
to see me here. “Uumm is Carl here,” she asked hesitantly. I shook
my head.

“No, he’s had to leave. Something important came up and he
asked me to take over for a while,” I elaborated, taking a step
backward and allowing her to enter. “Can I help you with
anything?”

“Maybe…,” Cindy nodded absently and walked into the room.
Watching her move towards the desk gave me the perfect chance to
check her out. She was wearing tight jeans and I was busy taking in
her shapely pins when out the corner of my eye, I caught her
watching me. Now it was my turn to pass inspection.

“You know, I have a little problem here…” she said a little
awkwardly while looking at me intently. Then as if making a
decision, she shrugged noncommittally and continued speaking. “You
know, I have a fiancé...” Lucky bastard.

“Yes,” I nodded for emphasis. “I’ve heard he works here as
well.” Now it was her head that moved up and down.

“Exactly. And even though we’re still organizing our wedding,
we’ve decided not to wait until then and we are trying to
conceive.”

I was
surprised by this intimate admission but said nothing. Undeterred,
Cindy went on. “Yeah… We’ve stopped using protection and try to
catch every opportunity to get me pregnant.” Again, I nodded
politely wondering where the hell this was headed. “But we haven’t
succeeded so far,” she continued.

“Sorry to hear that,” I said, trying to suppress the mental
image of me fucking her silly and cumming all over her slutty
little mouth.

“Thanks,” she said a little distracted. She cast another
glance around the office, as making sure it was empty. “So anyway,
the past few months have been kinda stressful for me and…” She
paused before carrying on. “And I thought maybe you could help me,
you know… if you’re interested?” I raised my eyebrows
inquisitively.

“Really? How?”

“You could fuck me,” she said huskily, looking into my eyes.
“You could fuck me hard.”

I felt
my mouth go dry. Seeing my expression, she emitted a tiny
giggle.

“I’m bored,” she said contemptuously. “I’m bored with our sex
life, only fucking when we can fertilize my eggs. I don’t want have
to keep measuring my body temperature while constantly checking the
calendar. I need sex and lots of it. In fact…” She didn’t finish
the sentence, instead giving me the come hither look. “Of course, I
could wait for Carl unless you’re up for it.” I just stared at
her.

“Oh come on John, don’t make me beg for it. Do you want to
fuck me or not?” I cleared my throat and continued staring. “I need
it, you know… a good hard fuck, right here and right now. Are you
up for it?”

“Of course I’m in!” I replied, barely able to believe my
ears.

“But remember,” she said, pointing a warning finger at me.
“You cannot finish inside me.” Her pretty face would do
nicely.

My
surprise was total. Surely this kind of thing only happened in
cheesy porn movies. Making my decision, I moved in front of her and
grabbed her hair. I stared into her eyes, glancing briefly at her
face, admiring her cherry red lips and breathing in her exotic
perfume. She kept her eyes on me, never wavering.

“So you wanna fuck?” I asked said softly, watching her for a
reaction. Her eyes sparkled mischievously but she didn’t say a
word. I got the impression she didn’t think I was serious about her
proposal.

“Yes, John,” she whispered tightly. “I want to get fucked
tonight. I want you to take me any which way you can and don’t be a
gentleman.”

“I’m gonna fuck you now, bitch,” I growled. She said nothing,
just continued to stare challengingly at me. She knew what effect
she had on men and me in particular, and she knew I’d never back
down from a chance like this. Jesus, I bet that was what she was
gambling on. Not surprising really, when you consider what a
manipulating bitch she is. Our battle of wills continued for
another couple of seconds. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore and
grabbing her arms, I turned her around and pushed her towards the
desk. Surprised by my actions, she stumbled and almost fell but the
desk gave her something to grab and recover her balance. Seeing her
standing there, leaning on the desk had its benefits. Her arse was
sticking out towards me and she’d spread her feet shoulder breadth
in a perfect “fuck me” position. I needed no further encouragement,
I reached around and found the buttons and zipper keeping her jeans
in place. Seconds later I pulled the tight garment over her peachy
bum, bunching it around her knees. Her pale ass cheeks greeted me
and I was enamored to see how her pretty pink panties disappeared
between her shapely buttocks before reappearing to cover the small
bulge of her fragrant sex. I noticed the decorative tattoo high on
her left cheek and was impressed. Gazing at her perfect arse, I
almost bent forward and licked and bit her but I decided to play it
cool and spanked her. A sharp stinging little slap, it brought
color to her skin.

“Ouch,” she cried and was rewarded with a few more stinging
slaps. Now her bum was nice and red.

“Be quiet, bitch,” I ordered her. “after all, this is a
workplace.”

This
made her giggle so I spanked her a few more times as punishment but
I could tell she was enjoying it too much, so I ceased.

“I’ve been waiting so long for this so long,” I admitted
sliding a hand over her burning skin before pushing a finger
beneath her panties. My first impression wasn’t wrong. The dainty
undergarment was saturated from the slick juices seeping from her
willing pussy.

As my
fingers brushed against her pussy lips, I immediately understood
exactly how much she wanted this, She was dripping wet. Pushing her
down on the desktop I removed my hand, hearing her sigh of
disappointment and reached for the discarded letter opener. It was
sharp as a knife so I carefully inserted the point under the
elastic and lifted up her sopping garment. Then moving the opener
back and forth, I watched how the sharp implement sliced open her
delicate panties. She hissed loudly, which got me more excited and
taking hold of the biggest piece of cloth, I folded it over,
exposing her arse some more. Just to keep her on edge, I ran the
sharp blade over her bare skin and was rewarded with a subtle
shiver.

“Relax,” I said gruffly. “This is not what you should be
afraid of tonight.”

“I hope so,” she answered with a smile.

Saying
nothing, I pushed a couple of fingers deep into her pussy. It was
as good as I had imagined it would be. Her longing was so hot, it
had superheated her pussy juice and it felt like I was dipping my
fingers into hot oil; hot, fragrant, pussy oil. The image of this
hot, tight little cunt being fucked by me, while her fiancé thought
he was the only one who rightfully had access to it, really got me
hard and my cock throbbed painfully in my trousers.

Smugly
enjoying the thought, I fingered her pussy for about a minute and
from her reactions, eyes closed, tiny erotic noises and some
labored breathing, I could tell it had been a while since this
bitch had felt any real satisfaction. Well, that would change
tonight.

I
withdrew my fingers and purposely smeared the copious pussy juices
over her tight little asshole. I twitched and she hissed angrily
but that didn’t deter me and I carried on pushing deeper and
deeper, the tightness of her rectum surprising me. I would have bet
my life that she took it up the bum but considering how long I had
to finger her, I wondered if she was an anal virgin. Maybe her
fiancé wasn’t into that. Finally, I felt her loosen up and my
fingers were soon moving in a blur. Looking at her gorgeous bum, I
was once again tempted, no I really wanted to kiss it, lick it.
Pull her buttocks apart and force my tongue deep inside her back
passage, but this was not the time or occasion for it. Tonight she
would lose her anal virginity.


Collecting all the saliva my dry mouth could muster, I spat
at the delightful brown orifice and spat. I watched in satisfaction
as the large glob of spittle landed just above and dribbled slowly
towards her asshole.

“I don’t have any lubricant, Bitch,” I hissed into her ear.
“So this will have to do. It’s better than dry fucking your slutty
ass, anyway.”

Her eyes
were screwed shut but the wanton smile told me all I needed to
know. Hastily standing up, I unzipped my trousers and let them fall
to my ankles. Next, my boxers and then the beast was free. There
was a tear of joy in its one eye and I could barely restrain
myself. Stepping forward, I aimed my cock and leaned over her. It
felt pretty nasty pushing my cock into her asshole and at first,
her sphincter seemed reluctant to grant me entrance.

“This is what you want, Bitch, don’t pretend otherwise, or you
wouldn’t be here.” I pressed harder and felt her resistance waning.
My helmet finally slipped past her tight opening.

“Yesssss…,” I heard her hissing. I moved my hips some
more.

“What was that?” I asked angrily, not stopping and feeling the
snugness of her back passage gripping me. Cindy kept her mouth shut
while I continued pressing home. Finally, she emitted a small
whimper as I bottomed out and ground my pelvis against her fleshy
buttocks. Satisfied with her reaction, I pulled back until only my
engorged dome helmet was inside her and then thrust
forward.

A small
cry escaped her lips but I ignored it. Again my pelvis bumped
against her bum.

“Yesssss!” she cried out. “Come on you bastard, fuck my
ass!”

And that
was what I did. I grabbed her waist and started fucking. Not soft
or gentle, I pounded her hard and fast and to my amazement, she
fucked me back. Every time, my cock disappeared easily, burying
itself to the hilt and with each thrust, I felt her anal muscles
gripping me tighter and tighter.

“Fuck yeaaah…,” she cried out as I took her ass powerfully.
She even liked it when I spanked her ass, the timely slaps
increasing the heat in her rear.

I lost
track of time because all I was interested in was fucking her as if
there was no tomorrow, but even I knew I’d reached her sweet spot
because at once she and breathing heavily. Then she cried out loud
and her body began shuddering uncontrollably. Not really caring
about her state of mind, I continued fucking her ass, driving my
cock so deep my balls banged against her soaking wet cunt, soaking
them in the process, prolonging her orgasm. In fact, it was all too
much.

I
grabbed her hips, thrust as deeply as I could and came deep inside
her ass. My body jolted violently with each ejaculation, forcing my
cock deeper into her back passage while I held onto her heaving
rear end. Eventually, my balls were empty and my carnal lust
subsided. I looked down on her, sprawled across the desk, still
impaled on my cock, her eyes closed in ecstasy and a smile of real
satisfaction on her pretty face.

“I fucking ruined your asshole,” I hissed into her ears,
admiring the cum dripping out of her gaping well-fucked
orifice.

“You don’t have to tell me,” she sighed wistfully, barely
moving beneath me.

“We’re not done yet, bitch!” I said gruffly and pulled her to
her feet. The surprised and fearful look she gave me was very
gratifying and feeling very masterful, I placed my hands on her
shoulders and began applying pressure. The look of disdain in her
eyes told me she understood what I was demanding even if she
disliked the idea. Reluctantly she dropped to her knees and came
face to face with my dripping cock.

“Suck it,” I ordered loudly. She looked up at me again,
probably hoping to see me relent but there was no chance of that.
I’d waited too long for this moment.

“But it’s been….” She began objecting.

“I know exactly where it’s been, Bitch,” I replied
masterfully. “It was up your ass. Your gorgeous, tight little ass,”
I said triumphantly. “Oh and by the way, it was a pleasure fucking
it, but now I want more. I’ve fucked your ass and now I’m gonna
fuck your face. Problem with that?” Slowly she shook her head.
“That’s right, Bitch. Now open that fucking slutty mouth of yours
and get on with it.” My tone left her in no doubt who was in
charge.


Obediently her lips parted and the head of my cock
disappeared from sight. I felt her tongue slid up and over the
engorged dome before pushing into my tiny piss slit.

“That’s right, Slut,” I sneered encouragingly. “Suck that
fucking dick,” and pushed it deeper into her wet mouth.

Her eyes
flared defiantly for a second and I’m sure she would have said
something insulting if the opportunity had been available but it
wasn’t and she couldn’t, not with a mouthful of dick. I pushed my
cock into her cheek from the inside, watching with satisfaction how
it disfigured her face. To increase her humiliation, I patted her
cheek lightly, asking her in a condescendingly, “D’ya like that,
Bitch?”

She
moaned, but it wasn’t one of disdain. It sounded like someone
thoroughly enjoying something they thought they’d dislike
intensely.

“That’s it, Bitch. Suck my cock, make it nice and hard
again.”

Having
gotten over her preconceptions, Cindy’s head immediately started
bobbing up and down, producing lots of saliva, just like a pro. I
absently wondered how many cocks she had blown in the past to be
this practiced and couldn’t help smiling at the thought of her
schmuck fiancé and what he would say if he could see her now. My
cock throbbed and grew harder in her soft warm mouth, reminding me
of my intention.

I saw
her body go tense when I grabbed her blond hair. Like a pro, she
was preparing herself for my onslaught and I didn’t disappoint her.
I thrust my hips forward and was rewarded with the sight of my
prick disappearing completely from sight. I held her face against
my pelvis until I felt her struggling to breathe before releasing
the pressure.

Then in
a move that surprised me, Cindy tried bobbing her head forward.
Although it pleased me to see her taking some initiative, it wasn’t
what I’d planned. So pulling her head back to look up at me, I
wiggled a finger at her.

“Oh no, you don’t, Slut. I’m in control here.”

Relaxing
my grip a little, I let her head drop and thrust my cock as hard as
I could down her throat. Like a real trooper, she accepted the
reprimand and knelt there compliant as I started fucking her mouth.
I went for it hard, driving my cock down her throat fast and deep,
watching with satisfaction how she closed her eyes while letting me
have my way. It was noisy, messy and fucking wonderful. Excess
saliva dribbled down her chin and dropped onto her silken blouse,
the soft material becoming immediately darker. Hidden from sight
except for the erect nipples poking against the smooth fabric, her
perky tits moved freely and I wondered if she was wearing a bra. I
watched Cindy move a hand between her thighs. Then it started
moving vigorously and I smiled admirably at her sheer
wantonness.

I
continued fucking her mouth, sometimes pulling her head hard
against my body, forcing my cock deeper. Apart from the occasional
gurgle, Cindy made no sound but by the way she was violently
fingering herself, I knew she was enjoying this as much, if not
more than I was.

Suddenly
I pulled out and grabbed my greasy manhood, watching her take some
deep breaths. While she was looking up at me, panting heavily, I
slapped my throbbing cock onto her upturned face, seeing how her
saliva smeared her exquisite makeup. I don’t know what turned me on
the most; the fact that I was getting ready to shoot a load of
spunk over her face or the fact she was dying for it.

I
grabbed her hair again and buried my cock deep into her hot mouth.
Instinctively knowing what I wanted, Cindy closed her eyes again
and waited.

“Let me see your fucking ass, Bitch. That’s it, Slut, pull
them apart,” I ordered. She immediately reached back, pulled her
cheeks apart and in the smoked glass cabinets, I saw the reflection
of her exposed asshole. Then it occurred to me why Carl, The Worm,
had chosen these cabinets. I briefly wondered how many willing
sluts had been fucked here by him and couldn’t help whistling.
Looking at Cindy’s reflection, I saw how shiny her asshole and
thighs were and couldn’t help grinning. As if reading my mind
Cindy’s starfish puckered and another glob of cum dribbled down
towards the carpet.

This was
such a turn on and I began fucking her face harder. How many cum
stains were on the dark carpet, how many sluts had emptied their
creamy deposit here and leaving it there, letting it dry into the
woven material, making it almost impossible to remove. Guessing
Cindy wasn’t the first and wouldn’t be the last I quickened my
pace.

Expertly
judging my condition, Cindy reached up and grabbed my balls and
squeezed, sending me spiraling over the edge. With her lips clamped
around the base of my cock, I released another torrent of hot spunk
into her body.

She
gagged while swallowing and then moaned hungrily. I kept my cock
where it was the whole time and watched in satisfaction how she
didn’t spill a drop from her lips, my spunk disappearing down her
gullet. Her eyes were closed but I didn’t care. She’d asked for and
got what she wanted. She was a true cum slut.

I pulled
out and watched her panting in front of me. Then I grabbed a
fistful of her hair and pointed her head to look behind
her.

“Look what a mess you’ve just made.” She looked at the dark
damp spot on the carpet and giggled wantonly. She turned and looked
at me, a mischievous glint in her eyes. I grabbed her blond tresses
and wrapped them around my cock and wiped it clean. I couldn’t help
smiling smugly as I saw her hair matting together from the
combination of saliva and spunk, knowing she’d have to work the
rest of the shift looking like that.

“This is good for my hair, right?” she asked, giggling
again.

“That’s right,” I answered. “More natural than any other hair
product.” Her giggling started to annoy me so I silenced her by
slapping my erection against her face. Taking her cue, Cindy began
sucking me again. I watched as she cleaned my cock completely
before letting her stand up. I watched her hitch up her jeans, once
again admiring her body. My cock throbbed again and I knew I had to
have her again. Once she was decent, she walked to the office door
and opened it. Following her, I was surprised to see her hesitate
before leaving.

“Next week?” she asked. Saying nothing I pressed my hand
against her ass and pushed her out the door. She stared at me
expectantly but I simply closed the door in her face.

 


 





 


 John Smith’s Rules on How to Be A Good Office
Slave

 



	
Make
sure you keep the butt plug in place for the whole day, especially
if your Master orders you to



	
You are
only allowed to release the pressure after notifying your Master.
He will tell you exactly where and when to show up for the
release



	
Once at
the determined spot, wait patiently, making sure you’re on your
knees, your hands holding your high heels, your mouth wide open and
your tongue sticking out expectantly



	
Your
Master will push his cock inside your mouth and will fuck your face
hard; remember, this is not an occasion for a long and sensual love
making, especially when you’re in a public place, being his slave,
working for his pleasure



	
Make
sure you use a lot of saliva during the face fuck as it also act as
a lubricant later on; for good measure, try to coat his balls with
it, especially if he makes you deepthroat him, pressing his cock
balls deep into your mouth



	
When
your Master’s cock is hard and wet enough, he will make you stand
up and turn around; lean onto the window or mirror on the wall,
based upon what he selected for a location



	
Your
Master will reveal your ass by lifting your skirt and pulling your
panties down to your knees; only then will he pull the plug out of
your ass and place it where you can see it - if you can lick it
from this position, you will serve your Master better



	
You
Master will enter your ass now. He will fuck you with quick,
elaborate thrusts which you shall enjoy by leaning forward, arching
your back and closing your eyes



	
Your
Master will not ruin your clothes throughout this hardcore ass
fucking; however, he may or may not slap your ass, based upon how
open the selected area is



	
A few
minutes will be enough for your Master to spray his hot seed into
your asshole; make sure you milk his cock so you get every drop of
sperm he has to offer



	
He will
pull out and really quickly press the butt plug back into place to
make sure not a drop of his fresh semen dribbles out; be careful
not to move at all during this sensitive operation



	
Readjust
your thong and skirt and thank your Master for the precious gift to
you



	
Wear
your butt plug proudly through the rest of the day!





 





 


 


 How to Start Your Day in the Office

 


As
usual, the door of my office opened but it wasn’t Bonnie who
entered, as she should have done this early in the morning. It
Alissa, the brunette bitch, from the service center.

“Hi…,” I said, confused as to why she was here. “How can I
help?”

“Hi right back at you,” she replied huskily, carrying a silver
tray with coffee, sugar and milk. “Bonnie asked me to step in for
her today, because she had something to deal with, something
personal.”

“To step in…” I repeated unnecessarily. She nodded knowingly.
I hadn’t a clue what was going on and I wondered how much she knew
about the morning ritual Bonnie and I took part in every morning.
My mind pursued this train of thought while my eyes slowly
inspected Alissa. I had to admit, she looked stunning, but then she
always did. Her brown hair hung neatly around her cute cheeks and
her eyes sparkled, but it was the playful smile that convinced me
that she and Bonnie had few secrets. This happy thought was
confirmed when she knelt down in front of me, after depositing the
tray neatly on my desk.

“I know how you like your morning coffee, Sir” she said, smiling broadly, her
agile fingers quickly opening my fly. I felt a lump in my throat,
but that wasn’t the only one I could feel. “And you’ve no idea how
long I’ve wanted to do this,” she continued, as if nothing out of
the ordinary was happening.

Really?
Everyone’s favorite beauty queen wanted to suck my cock? It seemed
like a cheap porn scene but hey, who am I to argue. I decided to go
with the flow.

Looking
down, the opening in her blouse revealed not only her deep
cleavage, but also her beautiful apple shaped tits. “Uh huh,” I’ve
always admired those puppies. Luckily, she made no move to correct
this oversight in her clothing, as she freed my cock and studied it
carefully.

“Hmmm,” she hummed, “Bonnie was right, it really is a nice
one, isn’t it?”

“Thank you, honey…”

“And I hope you taste as good as she promised,” she said
eagerly, interrupting me.

I
swallowed hard while my heart raced. ‘Did these girls really talk
about the taste of cocks between themselves?’ I wondered absently.
‘Maybe I should hang out with them more often.

Alissa
grinned like a hungry hyena, hungry for meat, while she held my
rapidly swelling cock. She heard my surprised gasp, and her smiled
widened. “Can you imagine my surprise when Bonnie told me she was
going Christmas shopping this morning. She couldn’t have given me a
better present if she’d tried.”

“What about your fiancée?” I asked, recalling some vague
office talk about her getting engaged recently.

“Hmm, let’s just say I’m not prepared to go onto a strict diet
right now.” She replied, tightening her grip. “Why stick to one
thing, when the menu looks so interesting. Her eyes shone like
diamonds. “And I’m not adverse to trying something different, if
you know what I mean…” Then she began rubbing my hard
cock.

“Hmmm…” Her moan was truly erotic as she leaned forward,
pressing her voluptuous breasts against my chair and undid my belt.
Pulling my pants and undershorts down my thighs, my cock sprang
proudly in front of her face.

“Oh, my,” she said playfully, gently rubbing the spongy head
with her soft, dexterous fingers. “Someone's definitely pleased to
see me."

I would
have replied, but I was too busy moaning in ecstasy as this
magnificent woman smeared my leaking pre-cum all over my throbbing
member. When her thumb slipped around the sensitive ridge of my
dome, I groaned again. Alissa really knew what she was doing.
Pleased with my reaction, she held my dick like a greedy child
would hold a lollipop and looked me in the eye. Then her
beautifully made up lips parted.

“Aaaahhhh!” I groaned loudly as her mouth enveloped my
throbbing flesh. Her tongue flicked over my helmet before she
started sucking. The inside of her glorious mouth felt incredible,
like hot, wet, pulsating walls pressing down on my cock from all
sides. It felt so good, I was surprised I didn't cum immediately.
Without stopping for breath, Alissa took the whole length in her
mouth, the muscles in the back of her throat squeezing my prick
deliciously. Who could have guessed the innocent looking beauty
from the service center could deepthroat like a pro?

She
raised her head, stopping when the tip was still buried between her
full, gorgeous lips. Her tongue swirled around the ridge of my
head, paying special attention to the most sensitive bit, just
beneath the underside of the ridge. She swallowed me again, coating
my member with saliva and then used her tongue to mix our fluids
together. My prick throbbed powerfully, under her touch, and I
couldn’t contain myself any longer.

Deciding
it was time Alissa learned how I really used Bonnie, I stood up
abruptly, my movement sending the ergonomic chair way crashing into
the wall behind me. However, I was the one who was surprised.
Without missing a beat, Alissa immediately grabbed my butt, her
long nails digging sharply into my skin and pulled me forwards. Her
boobs slapped against my legs as she moved back and forth, her
mouth violently milking my cock. I ran my hands through her silky
brown hair, combing it out with my fingers, gently playing with it
while subtly holding her head in position. She groaned her
approval.

Her
tongue began swirling, licking, lathing layers of saliva onto me
with renewed vigor and I pushed my hips forward. Another groan. I
took this as a green light for some serious mouth fucking and
grabbing her head, I thrust my cock as far down her throat as I
could. She took it like a champion. In fact she held me there, deep
inside, her hands resting determinedly on my buttocks. Seconds
later, I withdrew completely, an obscene plopping sound coming from
her mouth. Panting heavily, she couldn’t disguise her
disappointment. She pouted.

“Hmmm, so far so good, Mr. Smith. Now please give it to
me!”

“I’ll give it to you, you dirty fucking bitch,” I said,
spanking my greasy cock over her upturned face. She giggled and
closed her eyes as drops of saliva dripped from my cock onto her
exquisitely made up face. Greedily her mouth opened and I accepted
her invitation. This time I didn’t stop. My prick slid effortlessly
between her lips, her tight throat swallowing time and time again
my thick shaft. Despite a mouthful of cock, Alissa moaned lewdly, a
sound that only increased my fervor. I felt my orgasm rapidly
approaching as a tsunami of hot satisfaction spread throughout my
loins from my dick.

“I'm going to cum!” I gasped, my spunk rising. Bonnie’s
substitute didn’t blink at the news, as I felt my lust pass the
point of no return. Her sharp, manicured fingernails pressed deeper
into my ass, and she looked up at me with her big brown irises. Her
intent was obvious. She applied vacuum-like suction to my cock,
melting it, milking it, trying to ingest every inch. It was too
much for me. Taking hold of her head, I stared at her and arched my
back involuntarily. Then my hips bucked and I had the most intense
orgasm of my life.

I
groaned uncontrollably as huge wads of white hot lust exploded from
my cock, splattering the sides of her throat. Unable to contain
myself, I kept spurting, string after string of thick creamy cum
into Alissa’s mouth, unloading everything I had. While my body
shuddered, I looked down, enjoying the erotic sight in front of me.
I’d never felt more alive than now, everything intense. Her soft
brown eyes seemed to memorize me, while the soft locks of hair
entwined in my fingers felt like a silk, she’d set for me. Her
sharp fingernails gouged into my buttocks, causing me to gasp from
the pain while her tongue sent shivers down my spine.

She
sucked on my cock, her expert mouth extracting every tiny drop of
cum she could, as I continued to unload. Finally I was spent and my
body gradually calmed down. Her eyes sparkled as she pulled away, a
single string of cum hanging from her lips, still connecting us.
Sluttishly, she opened her mouth, showing me the white, gooey
deposit still there. Then she dipped her finger into it and slowly
raised it in front of her face, her expression marveling at the
sight. Then, determined to show how bad she really was, slowly
closed her pink lips and swallowed.

“Wow,” she giggled hungrily, “it really is as good as Bonnie
claims.” She swallowed again, the sight very arousing. I watched
entranced, my cock rapidly hardening again, as she ran her fingers
into her hair, the sperm adding an extra shine.

Then she
stood up.

After
adjusting her blouse, her hand flew to her mouth.

“Oh no, Mr. Smith,” she said apologetically. “I forgot to
finish the way Bonnie told me to.” She winked saucily. “I know I
was supposed to milk you into my coffee and use your cum like some
creamer, but I was too greedy and swallowed it all. I hope you
don’t mind?”

No, I
didn’t mind it at all.




 


 Long Time No
See

 


Just
after submitting my final report, my cell phone buzzed. Checking
it, I found the caller being Megan. Strange -- I haven’t talked to
her for years. So I thought, she’s calling me to apologize, calling
to ask me to forgive her. Forgive her for screwing me over and
kicking me to the curb like a dog.

I
checked my watch. Six-thirty PM. Time to go home. Last time I'd
checked, it had been nine. I just decided to call Megan back to see
what the hell she wanted after all those years when my cell buzzed
again. It was on vibrate, sitting on my desk so I grabbed it and
answered the call.

“Hello, Megan?"

“Hello,” said a guy’s voice. It made me pay more attention.
The voice was low and husky, reminding me of beer. Lots of
beer.

“Is this a certain John Smith?”

"Yeah,
it is Ryan. Who's this?"

"The
name is Ryan," the guy replied. "You don't know me, but I hope to
change that soon."

What the
hell was that throaty voice talking about? And why was he calling
from Megan’s cell?

"Are you
there, John?"

"Yeah,"
I said. "I'm here. What are you talking about? Who are
you?"

"I’m a
friend of Megans," he said, and he laughed out loud. “A very good
friend, indeed,” he added.

“Okay…,” I said.

“And the furtunate events of tonight turned out so Megan needs
you.”

“Pardon?”

"That's
right, John.” He said on his creepy voice. “Let’s just say she’s…
been a bad girl, that’s why she’s in trouble” he said,
laughing.

“What the fuck?” I asked.

“Let me tell you a little more about myself, John. I'm a whiz
master.”

I
blinked, not sure I'd heard him right.

"Uh,
what did you say?"

That
laugh again. "I'm a professional master of sex, John. Women come to
me for manhandling, sometimes even humiliation. Do you have any
problems with that?"

“No,” I said, lying through my teeth.

“It's okay, I don't bite,” he said, adding, “Unless the client
asks me to.”

I shook
my head, saying, “So Megan had been behaving bad lately, and you’re
punishing her? And what are you calling me for, Ryan, or whatever
your name is?”

“I’m calling because her punishment is not completed yet. And
after I have checked out her Facebook profile, I was wondering if
you could help me as one of her oldest friends?”

I almost
dropped the phone.

“Is this some kind of joke?” I asked angrily. “I haven’t even
talked to her for two years!”

Ryan
spoke again, unruffled. His voice was as smooth as when I'd first
answered the phone.

“No, John, it's not a joke. In fact, just the
opposite."

I waited
for him to go on, still not certain about what’s really going on.
But there was silence.

“Well?” I snapped. “Are you going to explain what that
means?”

“It means that our little friend Megan was a bad girl and I
need your help to punish the slutty little whore.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?!”

“Calm down, man.” The iron tone of command in his voice
startled me.

“You can be one of her friends," I said. "Trying to mess with
my head.”

“That's true, John, and there's no way for me to prove I'm
not. Not at this point. But I think you're interested in what I
have to say. Interested enough to keep talking, anyway. Am I
right?”

I
couldn't deny that I was curious now.

“And why did you choose me among her
Facebook-contacts?”

“I called you because I’ve seen some pics on her profile in
which the two of you were smiling pretty happily. And I still got
the feeling you wanted to fuck the hell out of her. So I though
you’ll be the perfect choice ot help me punish this slutty whore
tonight. Am I right or am I right?”

He
paused, and I heard noises in the background. They sounded like
muffled thumps, as if someone were moving furniture
around.

When he
spoke again it wasn't to me but to someone there with him. His
voice sounded more distant, as if he was facing away from the
phone.

“Stop moving, slut! If you do that again, I'll put the nipple
clamps back on!”

“What the hell?” I thought.

“My apologies, John. Megan hasn’t stop… misbehaving.” Another
chuckle. “Anyway, another thing you probably don't know about your
ex is that she is a submissive. That means-”

“I know what it means,” I said. “She's there? Prove it. Put
her on the phone.”

“Of course. She's restrained right now, so I'll bring the
phone to her.”

I heard
some steps on a hard floor. Then Ryan spoke again.

“I'm going to remove your gag for a moment, bitch. Your
ex-boyfriend is on the phone, and he'd like some kind of proof that
you're actually here."

I heard
muffled grunts, the sound of a catch being unfastened, and heavy
breathing.

Then
Megan's voice spoke, and there was no mistake: the sultry voice
which aroused me so well back then.

“Master, may I speak?” she said.

“Yes, bitch, you may speak,” answered Ryan. “Talk to the
phone. Tell us what a filthy little submissive slut you
are.”

Megan's
voice again, much closer to the phone, right in my ear. “I'm a
filthy little submissive slut.”

Holy
shit, I thought. That's really Megan on the other end of the line,
saying shit about herself.

“Again, louder,” said Ryan sharply, in the
background.

“I'm a filthy little submissive slut!” said Megan, loud enough
to make me hold the phone away from my ear. But damned if I wasn't
enjoying this! The bitch I always wanted to fuck was degrading
herself right here over the phone. I suddenly noticed that my cock
was more than shifting in my pants now; it was fucking rock hard.
My balls felt swollen, and there was a faint ache starting deep in
my groin.

After a
moment, Ryan came back on.

“Megan is visiting my time to time and tells me all her sins I
should punish her for. When I poked around in her Facebook profile
and saw your pics, I thought you would lend an ideal helping hand
to punish her this time.”

“Well, that's very generous of you,” I said, wanting to sound
snarky, but my voice sounded a little shaky in my own
ears.

“Yes, I think so,” said Ryan seriously. “Wait a
minute.”

I heard
the sound of those heavy steps again, and he came back on a minute
later.

“I went to another room. I don't want Megan to hear this. She
is restrained and completely helpless." He paused, letting that
sink in. "And, she is blindfolded so she won't know it's you unless
you choose to reveal your identity."

My dick
was throbbing now. The thought of fucking Megan, or making her blow
me, or doing any number of other things to her while she was tied
up almost made me cream my jeans.

Ryan
continued. "Megan will think you're a complete stranger, brought in
to use her for his own pleasure as part of her sub training. That
last part is true, by the way. If you take me up on my offer, it
will kill two birds with one stone. You can fuck her as you wish,
and I'll be able to put her through an important stage of her
training program."

Training
program, I thought. He takes this shit seriously.

I was
silent for almost a minute.

“John? Are you interested?” Ryan said.

“Fuck, yes, I'm interested.”

“Good! Can you come now?”

“Yeah.” I would have re-schedules anything for this crazy
adventure if I had anything planned.

He gave
me the address and told me to be there in an hour.

 



***

 


The
address was in the industrial part of town, in a block of
warehouses that seemed to stretch for miles. After some searching I
finally found the right building. It was completely nondescript -
no business name on the door, no signs on the front, no indication
that it was occupied at all.

The
parking lot was nearly deserted except for a green Jeep Cherokee. I
parked next to it, killed the engine, got out, and locked the car,
making sure the anti-theft system was on. Then I walked to the
rusty door with the address Ryan had given me printed on it. There
was a doorbell and I pushed the button. I didn't hear anything from
inside the building. The door didn't open. I waited a bit, then hit
the doorbell again. Still nothing. There was silence except for the
faint buzz of the parking lot lights. I banged on the glass door
hard enough to make it rattle in its frame.

“I’m here!” I heard the guy’s voice from the other side of the
door. After some clicking the door opened and there was Ryan. He
was a tall muscular man, at least five-ten, square shouldered. He
was wearing plain jeans and a dirty singlet, just like Bruce Willis
in the Die Hard movies. He had black rubber boots on his
feet.

He
looked behind me, checked out the parking lot, then nodded and let
me in. He immediately closed and relocked the door behind
me.

“John?” he asked. His voice was much more powerful in
person.

“Uh...yeah, I'm John Smith,” I said, looking around. “Where is
Megan?”

“I’m Ryan, your Master for tonight" he said jokingly, and
offered his hand. I took his hand and shook it. His grip was strong
and straight.

“Well,” he said in a businesslike tone. “Shall we?” He
gestured to an open inner door.

I nodded
and stepped through. Ryan came through behind me and closed the
door.

We were
in a kitchen. It was just as messy as the lobby, with unwashed
tableware and empty pizza boxes everywhere. A typical bachelor
flat.

“A beer?” he offered, pointing to a chair at the kitchen
table.

“Yeah, why not,” I nodded. He opened the fridge and took out
two bottles. “I only have Rolling Rock. Do you mind?”

“Not at all,” I said, taking the bottle he offered. He opened
both of them with a Rolling Rock branded bottle opener, then he
said, “Cheers!” and drank a huge one. “Fuck, I needed that,” he
said. “Your friend Megan has drained me for good,” he said, and
laughed.

“Is she okay?” I asked, still not sure what to think about
this guy.

“Sure she is, don’t worry!” He nodded and sat on the other
chair. “You arrived just in time, I needed some rest after the
first round of her punishment. Are you ready to jump
in?”

“Actually, I have to tell you probably have a wrong
impression,” I said. “The thing is, we have never been together
with Megan.”

He
looked at me, thinking, then asked,

“What about your pictures where you are together?”

“I have always had a crush on her but she hasn’t requited my
feelings.” I admitted. “I was in her friend zone for a while but
got bored of it so I stopped getting in touch with her.”

“Then this time you can make your dreams come true, right?” he
said, grinning.

I
nodded. "Yeah. I guess..."

“So are you in?”

“I’m definitely in!”

“Good!” he said and finished his beer. I did the same while he
stood up and opened a grey locker room in the corner. He took out a
matching pair of black boots.

“Take that god damn suit off,” he said. “And put these
on.”

It was
strange to get naked in front of this strange guy but I decided I
will play by ear. So I put my suit and shirt tidy on a hanger, got
naked quickly and put on those pair of rubber boots. They were
perfect on my feet which made me wonder what other sizes we share.
Well, I will find out soon.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” he added. “Put these on.” And he handed
a gas mask over. He shrugged, when he saw me hesitating. “I know,
it’s crazy but the bitch likes it. Plus, it will hide exactly who
you are.”

Both of
us put on a mask and I took some deep breaths. The filters were
working perfectly -- the air felt even cleaner through
them.

Ryan
stepped to a metal door in the wall and swung it open. Behind the
door, in a large room, blindfolded and bound tightly to a small
ordinary workbench, was Megan. She was nude, and tied down in doggy
position, her wrists and ankles tightly bound in place by big
leather cuffs with heavy buckles. There was even a black collar on
her neck. Her legs, spread wide, left her pussy and bare ass
completely vulnerable, open to any kind of use or abuse. To
complete the scene, there was a table beside her laid out with an
assortment of whips, crops, canes, dildos, and other
toys.

Megan
was moaning softly when the door opened, but when she heard it, she
looked at us and started speaking.

“Master? Is that you? God, who is this guy with you? We
haven’t agreed on anything like this! Will you untie me?
Please?”

She was
whining. Ryan, who was standing just behind me, said loudly “Shut
your filthy little cocksucking mouth, slut. Just for speaking
without permission, you'll get ten extra slaps which will be
performed by our guest star here.”

Megan
groaned and I could see a glimps of happiness in her
eyes.

“Yes, I have the guest I promised you.” Ryan went on,
grinning. “His identity is not for you to know, unless he chooses
to tell you. It may be someone you know. It could just as easily be
a complete stranger.”

Ryan
walked slowly into the room until he was directly in front of
Megan, his belly touching Megan's hair. He leaned down to her and
kissed Megan deeply for several seconds, running his strong fingers
up and down Megan cheek and neck. I could hear Megan whining softly
during the kiss, like a small animal trying to get to a delicious
piece of food that's just out of reach.

Finally
Ryan broke the kiss, leaving Megan panting. I stepped closer and
noticed her pussy leaking some white fluid.

“Our guest has just noticed what a filthy whore you are,
having fresh cum leaking out of your pussy.” Ryan said to her.
“Tell him, whose cum is that?”

“It’s yours, Master,” she answered. “You have just fucked me
hard and you came so big I can’t keep it in my pussy.”

“That’s right, bitch,” he said, pulling her ass cheeks apart
so I had a better view of her pussy and the cum dripping out of it.
“You had aroused me so much I came in gallons. Do you like the
view, stranger?”

“Hell yeah,” I answered. My voice sounded pretty strange under
the mask.

“Now I give my permission to this stranger to use your body
for the evening in any way he chooses. You will not be able to stop
him. You will not be able to protect yourself. You will not even be
able to see him. He will have total mastery over you until the
session is complete. Do you understand, slut?”

“Yes, master,” Megan said softly.

Ryan
leaned closer to Megan’s face.

“Louder.”

“Yes, master, I understand!”

“Good. I will turn you over to our guest now.”

Ryan
turned away from Megan and walked back to me. I was still standing
in the doorway. Ryan patted Megan hard on her bare naked ass cheek
and whispered, “Enjoy it, baby!”

By this
time, my cock was rock-hard and pulsing heavily, and my balls felt
swollen with cum. My heart raced and my breath had become ragged.
As I stared at Megan's helpless form strapped to the workbench and
her pussy spread wide open, I was tempted to fuck the shit out of
her right then and there. It would have been so easy; just bend a
little at the knees, position my cockhead against her pussy lips,
and thrust upward.

I
managed to resist this impulse. I wanted to have fun with her, toy
with her, make her feel some humiliation and
helplessness.

“Hello” said Megan timidly. “Are you there? Who are you?” She
sounded scared. Good, I thought.

I didn't
speak, but made sure she was aware of my presence by walking slowly
and deliberately closer to her. The floor was bare concrete, and my
footsteps in the rubber boots sounded loud in the small room. Megan
turn her head to figure out how close I was; I could see her eyeing
me up and down to gues who I could be, but she couldn't. I stopped
about five feet behind her, and just stood there for a moment. I
could feel Megan's excitement.

“Hello?” Her voice was quavering now. “Hello? Sir? Please say
something! Please! Who are you?”

 

I said
nothing, but instead inspected her ass and pussy.

“You like what you see?” Ryan asked, then spanked Megan’s ass
again. She hissed but stayed silent.

“Do you have any lubricants?” I asked Ryan.

“Why?” he asked. “You don’t find her pussy wet enough?” he
said, pointing to the cum dripping out of her pussy. “Wait… You
mean you don’t like sloppy seconds?”

“Not really,” I admitted. “Besides, I always liked her
ass...”

“Good point,” Ryan said and I could swear he was grinning
behind his mask. He took out a small bottle of lubricant from his
pocket. He was surely prepared. Megan let out an incoherent cry of
panic followed by a flood of words.

“Oh, God, please, sir, please, I'm begging you, please not my
ass, please don't, oh, fuck I’ll do anything, oh, please, oh
fuck..."

“Be quiet, bitch.” Ryan said. “Our special guest has my
permission to ass-fuck you tonight, and you will take it like the
good whore you are. And you will thank him afterward. And, you'll
remain quiet while he does it.” said, stepping to her face. “Fuck
she’s so hot I’m hard again.”

He
opened his jeans and quickly pushed it down. My guess was right:
his cock was about the same size as mine, but his body was more
muscular in general and this was true to his abdomen, as well. He
quickly grabbed Megan’s face and pushed his rock hard cock into her
wet mouth. It forced her lips to stretch open wider than I would
have thought possible. Megan's eyes bulged and drool almost
immediately began to leak from around the cock. I could hear her
trying to make noise, but the hard tool muffled it almost
completely.

“There,” said Ryan, admiring his work. “That should keep the
little slut from bothering you. Now, take her asshole,
man.”

He
didn't need to tell me twice. I stood directly behind her, legs on
either side of hers, my cock just inches from her asshole. Her
little rosebud was pink and clean, puckered like a tiny mouth that
has just eaten something sour.

I got
the pad of my thumb wet by slipping it her anus gently, and began
to massage it softly, trying to loosen it up a little. It was
locked up tighter than a bank vault. After a few circles, I began
to feel her sphincter muscle relax a tiny bit.

“That's right, you little whore, open up that sweet ass for
me,” I said. I pushed a little harder with my thumb, and heard
Megan gasp through cock in her mouth.

“He's going to ass-fuck you now,” he said matter-of-factly.
“For as long as he likes. He is going to blow his load into your
ass. When this is done, you will thank him for it. If not, you'll
pay the price. Understood?”

Megan
nodded weakly.

By this
point my dick was oozing precum and pointing to the ceiling,
bobbing and twitching. I poured some lubricant between her ass
cheeks and inserted my index finger into her rectum. Slowly but
firmly pressed my finger inside her. Her hands flexed
involuntarily. I finished by doing a small circle inside her
asshole, making her gasp.

Okay, I
thought, time to get down to it.

I waited
a few seconds, letting her getting used to the feeling of my finger
in her ass. Then, I pressed deeper. She screamed, trying to
struggle against the unyielding restraints. I pushed in really
deep, and I worked my hand around in a small circle to map her
tight hot rectum. She whimpered in response.

“Fuck!” she yelled, her fingers convulsing again.

After a
few seconds, I pressed deeper, this time to the hilt. She shrieked;
I watched her body stretch and bend deliciously.

“Oh, God, please tell me who you are!” she begged.

“She’s tight, isn’t she?” Ryan asked, totally ignoring her
pleads.

“She sure is,” I said and started really enjoying the game.
“Thanks for not stretching her out.”

“Sure man,” Ryan laughed, patting me on my
shoulder.

Slowly,
deliberately, I started fingering her. Her asshole was really tight
and hot on my finger. Ryan watched it, then, without warning,
spanked her ass cheeks hard.

“Ahhhh, God!” Megan screamed. “Please! Who are you? Tell me
who you are!”

It was
my turn to laugh out loud. I really enjoyed this horny bitch lying
in front of me, on this dirty workbench after so many years
dreaming of fucking her. When I woke up this morning, I wouldn’t
have imagined I would finger her ass tonight. And yet here I was,
Megan whining with her asshole on my finger and this crazy stranger
slapping on her ass.

I poured
some lubricant in my middle finger and pressed it into Megan’s hot
asshole along with my index finger. Her breath was coming in short,
panicky gasps now. Sweat trickled down her face and chest. I
watched with fascination as a drop of sweat rolled down her right
tit and perched on the end of one swollen nipple.

“Man, I like your work!” Ryan laughed and offered me a high
five. I couldn’t help taking it and found myself laughing. This guy
could be crazy but I had the fun of my life for sure.

“I think you’d loosened her up already,” Ryan said. “Go ahead
and fuck that ass!”

He took
out a condom from his pocket and tossed it to me over Megan’s body.
I quickly pulled out my fingers from the girl’s hot asshole, opened
the condom up, and pulled it on my throbbing member. I could hear
Megan gag and moan with her mouth on Ryan’s cock while I was
adjusting the rubber on my cock.

It was
time for me to switch gears so I poured some lubricant on my condom
covered throbbing cock, and pulled her round ass cheeks apart. I
touched her asshole with the head of my cock. She wanted to say
something but Ryan’s cock in her mouth muffled her
voices.

“That’s it, man!” Ryan ordered, pushing his cock deep into her
mouth. “Fuck her ass!”

I placed
my swollen cockhead against her asshole, and began to push. It only
took a few moments before her ass relaxed a bit and my head popped
in. When it did, I heard what was probably a scream but came out as
a faint whine thanks to Ryan’s cock. The feel of her sphincter
clenched tight around the base of my cockhead was absolutely
incredible. Goddamn but she was tight!

Slowly,
gently, I continued to push. The lube reduced the friction a lot,
but I could still feel that tight ring of muscle gripping my shaft
as it went in deeper. Megan's screams turned to moans, and her hips
squirmed.

I
slapped her ass hard. “Stop moving.”

She
obeyed immediately. I kept pushing until my shaft was buried in her
rectum all the way to the balls. Then I slipped it back out until
the head was the only part still inside her. After waiting a few
seconds, letting the time drag out, letting Megan's apprehension
build, I shoved back in with a sharp thrust. Megan's head jerked
back in response, making her hair fly. I slapped her ass again, and
again. I alternated cheeks, each time aiming at one of the slutty
little tattoos.

A savage
rhythm established itself. Thrust in, smack, pull out, smack,
repeat. The pleasure coursing through my cock was beyond belief.
Meanwhile, Ryan was enjoying the hot wetness of her
mouth.

I began
to thrust harder and faster, and I realized Megan was moving her
hips in sync with me. Every time I pushed in, she arched her hip
upward as much as her restraints would allow. I realized she was
trying to let me in even deeper. She wanted more of me in her ass.
She was loving it!

I
spanked her ass again, and she screamed louder this time. Then I
waited several long seconds, enjoying the way Megan's panting
became gasping, and listening to the low keening sound that had
started in her throat. She probably wasn't even aware she was
making the noise, I thought.

I began
to fuck her ass with long, hard thrusts. My cock slipped in balls
deep again and again. Her keening became louder, and turned into a
continuous whine, interspersed with barely intelligible pleas for
mercy. Her entire body jittered in the tight restraints, spit
roasted between the two hard cocks. Her face began to turn bright
red. Ryan fucked her face just as I did her ass. I watched his
balls hitting her jaw again and again.

The
whole situation was so hot I decided to go one level further. I
pulled out, and enjoyed a bit how her asshole gaped in front of my
eyes. Then I pulled down my rubber and tossed in on Megan’s sweaty
back. In my fantasies, I always fucked her bareback - why not right
now?

It was
such a great feeling entering her hot, slippery, tight asshole with
my naked cock. Although she was loosened up nicely from the hard
fucking I gave to her, her asshole still gripped my cock tightly. I
had to sigh out, it felt so good.

“That's right, little slut, you're spit roasted,” Ryan said as
a matter of fact. “A stranger on one end and your Master on the
other. And you're going to take it like a good whore.”

Megan
nodded frantically, her hair flying up and down. I reached out and
grabbed a handful of it and yanked back, hard. Megan cried out in
pain. Her head was now tilted back at an uncomfortable angle, but
it gave Ryan full access to Megan's mouth.

“Thank you, man! What a nice gesture! Keep her head just like
that!”

"No
problem," I said. I twisted a loop of hair through my fist and held
onto it as I began to fuck Megan in earnest, ramming my shaft in
and out of her tight ass, feeling my balls slap her wet pussy every
time I pushed in. Megan arched her hips into each thrust, greedily
trying to get even more of me inside her slutty little ass. I
buried my cock as deep inside her as it would go, forcing little
screams from her mouth with every thrust.

“She's enjoying your cock in her ass!" said Ryan. "Very nice
job, buddy!"

I didn't
answer; I was too busy wallowing in the intense pleasure of having
my cock squeezed and massaged by those tightly toned ass muscles.
It was taking all of my willpower not to cum yet.

Ryan was
face-fucking Megan in earnest now. The bitch probably gagged every
time the big cock went in. Ryan had Megan's head between her hands,
holding it perfectly still, making her a passive receptacle,
completely helpless to resist having her mouth violated. But I
could tell by the tightness around my cock that this little bitch
loved being treated like this.

Ryan and
I got a nice rhythm going, so that Megan had a cock deeply inserted
into her at all times. She rocked her body back and forth on the
workbench, as much as the restraints would allow, trying to
maximize the pleasure of each thrust into her ass and mouth. Her
moans turned into screams of ecstasy, combined with whimpered
pleadings to fuck her harder and faster. I was deliberately fucking
at only a moderate pace, to keep her from cumming. I also wasn't
touching her clit, except for the slapping it was receiving from my
swollen balls. It must have been driving her fucking crazy. I knew
how badly she needed to cum.

In the
middle of this ass fucking I saw Ryan strip off his dirty singlet.
Without breaking the face-fucking rhythm, he pulled it over his
head, swiped down the sweat off his forehead with it, then let it
fall to the floor.

I
grabbed Megan’s swollen breasts and started fucking her hard. I
really enjoyed the sensation of her hot rectum on my naked cock and
her wet pussy touching my balls at each thrust. I straightened up,
fucked her hard and deep, grabbed the condom from her back and
spanked her with it. She laughed out hard but her voice was muffled
by Ryan’s cock again, and even turned to serious moaning as I
entered her ass again and again. She gasped for breath. Sweat
poured freely down her body. Drops of it sprinkled the concrete
floor beneath her.

Ryan let
his cock out of her mouth and slapped her cheeks with
it.

“Oh, fuck, please, please tell me who you are!” Megan begged.
“I can't fucking stand it, you can do anything you want to me, just
please say something!”

I
observed her while I was pounding her tight ass. Tight, toned,
athletic body; long brown hair, now dark with sweat; cute
sorority-girl face with perfectly even, white teeth; firm B-cup
tits; long, sexy legs. She'd been quite a catch, I thought, the
hottest chick at the university where we'd both studied. I
remembered how hard it felt to be in her friend zone. Now I knew
that she got off on kinky stuff like domination or
threesomes.

I threw
the wet, sloppy condom on Megan’s back and fucked her with abandon.
Ryan smeared his pre-cum and her saliva all over her cheeks making
her look like a bitch in heat while I was pounding her ass hard. I
could feel the heat coming from her sweating body. Hair hung down
across her eyes.

I
slapped across her ass cheeks as I was fucking her. She drew in a
sharp gasp, and her neck and cheeks began to flush under Ryan’s
cock. My hand left a bright red mark.

“Oooohhhh...,” moaned. “Ohhhmmmmm…”

Ryan
even pushed his balls between Megan’s panting lips and let her suck
them. He was watching me pounding the brunette’s ass and although I
couldn’t see under his mask, I could swear he was
grinning.

“Wanna DP her, man?” he asked.

“Sure!” I said quickly and pulled out. Megan’s asshole was
gaping again, as though missing my cock. Ryan leaned down and
opened the cuffs on her hands and ankles. Megan stood up slowly,
her whole body was trembling. The condom fell down on the
floor.

“Are you ready for your well-earned sandwitch, bitch?” Ryan
asked, looking deep into her eyes from under the mask.

“Yessss…..” she hissed.

“Good little bitch,” Ryan said and pulled a finger over her
face. Then pulled out a dirty mattress and leaned on his back.
“Come and sit on my lap!” he ordered Megan. She quickly obeyed
which made me guess this wasn’t the first time she was punished by
this crazy “Master”.

“Mmmmppphh!” she cried when his cock entered her dripping wet
pussy.

“Shit I like sloppy seconds,” Ryan moaned. “Come on, man,
let’s give this bitch a serious double fucking!”

I knelt
down behind Megan and wondered again her luscious body. I knew
right then I would remember this evening for the end of my life.
But Ryan didn’t let me daydream about her: he pulled her ass cheeks
apart for me to enter her asshole which looked so inviting. So I
pushed my cock head to her rectum and slowly entered her again.
This time, her hole felt even tighter with Ryan’s cock present in
her pussy.

“Mmmpphhhh!” she moaned out loud, closing her eyes shut.
“Ohhhhhh!”

“Yeah?” I said, laughing. “Yeah? You like two cocks in your
body?”

“It’s…. fucking great…” she moaned, still with eyes
shut.

“You seem to really enjoy it, slut,” Ryan said, slapping her
ass cheeks. “Do you enjoy two men double fucking you?” Slap. “You
don’t even care who...” slap “the other guy is?” slap.

“Just…. fuck me…,” she moaned and it was my turn to slap her
ass which I happily did. I entered her hot ass balls deep, grabbing
her breasts and pounding her again and again. She began to moan and
whine, letting her body be completely used by us. Ryan started
fucking her pussy hard and I tried to adjust my movement to his
thrusts. He went on talking dirty to her and slapping her round ass
cheeks.

“That's right, baby,” slap “take our cocks.” slap. “You need
this.” slap. “Just enjoy it.” Slap.

“Ohhhhh…,” she moaned again and again. “Ohhhh...”

Her
hands were grabbing the dirty mattress and trying to hold herself
steady. Her feet wriggled like trapped little animals.

I
counted out fifteen thrusts, then stayed steady in her ass, feeling
Ryan pounding her pussy from below. I kept my cock balls deep in
her hot ass for a while, then started moving again. She started
moaning again immediately. The suction of her asshole around my
cock felt fucking amazing. My cock was throbbing and
quivering.

I
counted fifteen thrusts again then stopped moving. Megan let out
whooping gasps, filled to her limits. Her face was red and
sweaty.

“Do you like being double fucked, Megan?” I asked and spanked
her ass again. “Does it feel good?”

“Fuck meeeeeeaaaahhh…,” she moaned as an answer.

I pulled
my cock out but left my head in, and started fucking her with
small, powerful thrusts, counting ‘till twenty this time, enjoying
the feel of her hot ass. More whooping gasps. Her chest heaved,
making her titties jiggle nicely.

“You’re really a bitch,” I admitted. “I never guessed you are
such a dirty whore.”

“Who...” thrust “are...” thrust… “you?” she asked, still
panting.

“Someone who have really wanted to fuck your ass for a long
time now…,” I said, fucking her in unison with Ryan. “Someone who
really enjoys fucking you now...” slap.

Still
panting, Megan turned around and tried to check out my face under
the mask.

“God…” thrust, “if I knew…” thrust “I would…” thrust “have
done...” thrust “anything...”

“It’s too late, bitch,” I said and slapped her ass again,
making her moan out loud. “Now take my cock in your ass like a
pro!”

She
leaned back on Ryan, closed her eyes and enjoyed the serious
fucking we gave her. I shoved two fingers into her mouth and forced
it open, letting her saliva pour on Ryan’s mask. She couldn't move
too much; we were fucking here like wild animals. I slid my length
all the way into her ass again and again, and felt Ryan doing the
same in her pussy.

“Take it, bitch” I hissed into her ears, “Take it
all.”

That’s
when she turned her head back, looking into my eyes again. I let my
cock stay buried in her ass for a minute, savoring the tightness.
Then I withdrew until just the head.

“Yeah, that's right. You like my cock, don't you?”

“Yess….” she moaned and pushed herself back onto my
cock.

“You really are a cock loving bitch, baby,” I said and began
to thrust in and out again, fucking her ass with my last power. She
was helpless to resist it.

“Oh, fuck!” she yelled. “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, please fuck me
deep with that fucking thing!”

I obeyed
her with all my heart and fucked her ass deep. Every time my cock
went balls deep into her asshole, there was a little splashing
sound. I fucked her faster, enjoying the sound and the hot feeling
of her ass. All the time this was happening, Megan was whimpering
from deep in her chest, whimpering in enjoying fucked to the
limit.

I could
feel Ryan fastening up. He pulled the mask off of his
face.

“Fuck I could hardly breathe in this thing,” he moaned,
enjoying Megan’s hot pussy. He threw the mask away, saying, “I
don’t need it anyway,” and grabbed Megan’s waist, moaned out loud,
adding a new dose of load into her pussy with strong, powerful
jerks.

Her
noises she was making changed, and her thighs began to quiver. I
knew she was close so I fucked her as hard as I could.

“Please, please, don't stop guys, please make me cum, oh fuck,
please make me cum,” Megan begged softly. “Yeeaaahh…,” she cried
out loud and had her own orgasm. Her whole abdomen was pulsing and
getting tigher. Her red nails dived into the grey mattress and she
trembleed heavily.

I
decided this was my moment. I pulled off my mask and threw it on
the floor, near the lonely condom lying there. Megan noticed it and
glanced back above her shoulder.

“John!” she recognized me instantly. “How did
you…?”

She
didn’t have the time to ask her question; this sudden revelation
pulled my trigger. I thrust my cock deep into her hot ass and came
a huge one. I pushed her head down on Ryan’s chest and thrust a few
last ones as I shot wave after wave into her body.

Slowly,
gradually, the ecstasy faded into a warm glow. I felt my cock begin
to soften, and pulled it out of Megan's asshole.

All the
three of us lied down next to each other on the dirty mattress,
trying to catch our breaths. Ryan got back first, stood up and
hurried out of the room. Megan and I remained there, face to face
with each other. Her face was deeply flushed from pleasure, lookign
beautiful. She had a glimpse of lust in her eyes as she was moaning
softly.

“I didn’t think it was you,” she panted and looked deep into
my eyes.

“Well, I didn’t think I will have a chance until my phone rang
tonight,” I admitted. “But I enjoyed it like hell.”

“Me, too,” she nodded. “ Thank you for ass-fucking me! You had
a wonderful stamina, John. It felt incredible! If I knew it back
then…” she said softly.

Yeah, it
would have been nice, I thought. But I didn’t want to go down that
road. Instead, I pointed at my cock, saying, “here’s something you
still have to clear, honey.”

She
smiled and knelt up immediately. I could see her pussy and ass,
both dripping fresh white cum. She was oozing slick warmth
there.

“Your holes are fucking sopping!” I said while she was leaning
on my cock and took it deep between her lips. Her mouth got stuffed
with my dripping cock, so she was unable to answer.

That’s
when Ryan returned. He was holding an open bottle of beer in his
hand.

“That’s it, bitch, clean that cock!” He said, grinning, as he
leaned to the door frame. Megan quickly ran her tongue all over my
cock, making sure she licked up and swallowed every drip of my
cum.

I really
enjoyed the feeling of her pinky tongue on my throbbing tool but it
went kind of sensitive after all the hard ass fucking I gave her.
So I withdrew my dick. Megan panted heavily, her mouth hanging
open, and drool fell to the mattress in long strings.

“You still want cock, bitch?” Ryan asked. “Hell I already came
twice in you today but I’m gonna fuck your face anyway.”

He
guickly stepped next to the mattress and shoved his already hard
cock into Megan’s mouth which she happily accepted, even moaned
taking it between her lips. As she leaned on Ryan’s cock, I could
see our cum dripping out of her pussy and ass to the mattress. It
ran through my mind how much cum this mattress had to drink up in
the past.

I
stepped back and watched Megan being face fucked by this stranger
Ryan. He jsut pulled his cock out, leaving a trace of saliva and
cum hanging between his cock head and her lips.

“Open wide,” he ordered. She stretched her mouth as wide as it
would go. He examined it like a doctor then nodded, and shoved back
in and resumed the face-fucking. She looked amazing on her knees,
sucking like a horny bitch.

They
didn’t seem to care about me now that I didn’t participate in the
act. Megan moaned and sighed during the hard face fucking she got
from Ryan. I had to admit he had a good stamina and as they were
moving like a well-oiled machine together, I realized he was really
a match for her. He could really satisfy her needs and maybe this
crazy guy was exactly the one Megan needed.

I walked
back to the kitchen and dressed up. As I finished, I looked back
into the other room. Megan whimpered on her knees, with Ryan’s cock
balls deep in her throat and Ryan was pouring beer on her hair. The
white bubbles soaked her brown hair and she giggled with the cock
muffling her voice. Ryan drank another gulp from the beer, then
threw the empty bottle on the mattress, and asked, “What did you
say?”

He
pulled out of Megan’s mouth. She took a deep breath, and
answered,

“Piss on me!”

At first
I thought I misunderstood it but Ryan just laughed out loud, and
pointed his cock to her breasts. He was clearly struggling to be
able to piss through his erection. She laughed, too, and slapped
his cock. Ryan grabbed her hair and made her stay right in front of
his cock. He was aiming again and this time he managed to let out a
thick stray of piss on her breasts. I watched the light yellow
liquid pouring down on Megan’s hard nipples, red breasts, flat
belly and on her dripping pussy. He pissed so much it was actually
washing down sweat and cum off her body, right into the dirty
mattress.

Megan
reached down, smeared some of the remaining cum on her clit and
started rubbin it in small circulat motions.

“You liked it, baby?” Ryan asked, panting and spanking her
cheeks with his hard cock.

“Yes,” she said immediately. “Now fuck my face…”

“What did you say, bitch?” Ryan said loudl, slapping her cheek
with his cock again.

“I said… fuck my face properly, Master! Please...”

“That's better,” Ryan said. “You have to know who the boss is
around here.”

I felt
it was time for me to leave. I closed the door behind me and went
straight to my car. I sat behind the wheel and took a last glance
of the old warehouse. Then opened the gallery on my phone and ran
through the few pics I had shot about Megan and the crazy Ryan. It
felt so unbelievable to sit there after I just fucked this bitch I
longed so long. I wouldn’t have imagined this today afternoon,
sitting in the office.

Hell, I
will never forget this evening.

 





 


 At the Hairdresser

 


This
other man and I were sitting at the hairdresser’s, waiting to begin
something none of us had ever tried before. I wasn't too well
acquainted with the man across from me, but he was Bonnie’s ex,
Steve, the one before me. She told me about a few occasions the two
of them had sex, which I found really exciting and made me horny
every time she brought them up. As we were always joking about
having a threesome, I thought her ex could be a perfect choice for
it: he had already proved to be a match to Bonnie sexually, he had
a private place (the beauty shop) where we could do it, and he
could easily be convinced to join us.

So there
I was, on a rainy autumn day, anxiously waiting for Bonnie as she
was preparing in the staff room.

The
wheels had been in motion for the most memorable night of my life
since a week. I just had to find out this guy’s number and talk to
him briefly. He was in from the start, I didn’t even have to
explain the details.

“Whatever you want, man,” he said. So I only had to finalize
it with Bonnie to have a plan for a hot evening of dirty sex. I was
excited at the prospect of finally being able to double fuck my
lovely girlfriend.

We
arrived by a cab after a long and silent drive. Bonnie had an
elegant black coat on, revealing her perfect thights and the black
sexy high heels. I couldn’t help fantasizing about how we will fuck
her tonight.

“So you’re John.” The guy shook my hand after we entered the
beauty shop and closed the door behind us. We entered the shop and
watched as the Steve turned the “CLOSED”
sign over and put up the shutter. Then he turned to us and greeted
Bonnie with a kiss on her cheek.

“Long time no see,” he said to her, causing me instant
jealousy. “So you really want to do this?” he asked both of us.
Bonnie turned to me, with a shy smile.

“Sure,” I said, nodding and swallowing hard.

“That’s great!” he said and stepped to the mirror. There was
champagne in ice there which he opened quickly.

“I’ve prepared for this,” he said, pouring some champagne for
us and said, “Cheers!” We were all smiling and drinking.

“John here told me about the threesome the two of you
planned,” Steve said. “But we didn’t really have the time for
details. So… what are the rules?”

“Well... what kind of rules?” Bonnie asked.

“You know, you’ve probably talked this over. What’s in it for
you, and for you,” he pointed to Bonnie and me one by one. “What is
your thing in it? What makes you excited?”

“I think, the whole idea is exciting for us,” Bonnie told him.
“And as for the rules, there aren’t any.”

“So everything is free?”

“Absolutely.”

“I can do whatever I want?”

Bonnie
looked at me, again, as for approval.

“Yes, Steve,” I answered. “You can do whatever you
want.”

He
checked her out again.

“Can I fuck her any way I like?”

“That’s right.”

“What if I will wish to cum at a certain place of her
body?”

“Then you do.”

Steve
nodded, smiling, and put down his glass.

“So,” he said after a moment of silent, “how shall we
proceed?”

We both
looked over to Bonnie, the sole attraction, who took off her coat
so her sexy body with her hot lingerie came into full
view.

Bonnie
clearly prepared for this dirty occasion, as her body was covered
in a knee-length pair of black stockings with matching bra and
panties. Her red polished, pedicured toenails peeked out from the
six-inch black high heels she balanced on, matching her manicured
fingernails. Her heels clacked on the hardwood floor as she made
her way toward us. Her grin was seductive and eager but it also
betrayed her nerves as she strutted to her fate.

The
halves of the bra, trimmed in fluffy black, met diagonally in the
middle of her chest where they were tied together with a red silk
bow, revealing her huge cleavage.

“Let me show this gorgeous body off,” I said. Bonnie stood
there, proud of being the subject of our desire.

Never
more aroused in my life, did I start presenting my girlfriend to
her ex just like a piece of art on an auction. A beautiful, yet
dirty sculpture.

“Look at her pretty face,” I started, pulling Bonnie’s brown
hair away from her face. “I have always liked her
smile.”

“And I liked her cheeks,” Steve added.

“You liked to spray your cum on it?” I asked
provocatively.

Steve
smiled and asked, “So she told you?”

“Of course. Every single detail.”

He was
laughing, and I went on showing Bonnie’s breasts.

“Look at her breasts,” I said, pressing them together with my
palms. “Look how luscious and perfect they are.”

“Yeah…,” Steve said, and I could see his jaw stretching so I
thought he was starting to get really excited. So I pushed Bonnie’s
tits together and squeezed them a bit.

“Turn around,” I told Bonnie and as she did, I presented her
backside to my fellow for this night.

“Look at this ass,” I showed her butt. “Round, firm cheeks.
They are so hard you could break a nut on them.” I said and slapped
her ass cheeks loud and hard. Bonnie hissed a bit but didn’t say a
word.

“Still the same,” Steve said and reached out and slapped on
Bonnie’s other ass cheek, causing her giggle this time. She was
looking back at us, smiling and biting on her finger. This made her
look even more like a porn star.

“Spread your ass for us, my sweet little bitch!” I ordered
her. She did and my eyes were glued on the black panty hiding her
moist pussy and dark asshole just in front of us.

Soon,
her ex and I were naked, our cocks free at full mast, and we
escorted Bonnie to the large chair in which the hairdresser usually
cuts hair. I planned another usage for it tonight.

We made
her sit down into that massive chair, she was still looking very
sexy while still wearing the heels, thong and bra. I could barely
take in how hot she was in that moment, preparing for the hardcore
fucking she was here for.

We
wasted no time, getting right to it as Bonnie's ex obediently stood
to her left side, I stepped to the right. Our hard cocks were
pointing right at her face and she sucked them, first one then the
other. For the next couple of minutes, she was switching between
our cocks really sucking them deep with her eyes closed, savoring
our taste in her hot mouth. It felt a little uneasy at first to
watch my girlfriend suck off some other dude, even if it was her
ex. However, I paid my attention to Bonnie, to her pretty mouth
sucking the length of that dick and the joy on her face as she did
so.

As both
of our cocks were nice and lubricated with her spit, I decided to
fondle her a little, to let her enjoy the presence of the two guys.
So I just stepped between her legs, sat down on the floor which
felt a little bit cold but at least relaxed me a little after that
hot sucking. Steve went on enjoying Bonnie’s hot mouth by grabbing
her hair and pushing deeper and deeper into her with every thrust.
I enjoyed the show of the hot mouth fucking for a while then just
leaned between her thighs and pulled aside her black thong. I could
see her labia ajar and glistening with her fluids from her
excitement. Her ex’s hard cock probably was a large cause for this
because I recalled how much she licked a cock in her mouth, it even
made her come while we were doing 69 sometimes.

I
started to lick her pussy just along the thong. She accepted it
with a happy moan and her sucking speed slowed down a bit.
Encouraged, I licked deeper into her pussy, around and around
again.

Steve
stepped back, letting her enjoy the cunnilingus for a moment. He
jerked off a bit while he was watching us, and Bonnie just leaned
back, closed her eyes and moaned out loud again and
again.

Things started to heat up: Steve climbed and knelt
up on the arms of the chair and just positioned
himself above Bonnie’s head. He only needed to touch Bonnie’s cheek
with the end of his cock, and Bonnie looked up immediately; she
opened her mouth and let the hard cock slide in deep. In that
moment, I felt a bit of jealousy rising, but that feeling faded
quickly. As her ex's cock slid into her throat, Bonnie let her head
back to the headrest of the chair. Steve groaned as Bonnie sucked
him deep, grinding him briefly. It was such a sight! Then he lifted
himself up, only to drop back down before doing the same thing
again and then again, only more quickly. I went on licking her out
while I was watching from below how this stranger was fucking my
girlfriend’s mouth. It was really hot to see my good girlfriend in
her lingerie as a stiff, hard cock was moving in and out of her
mouth, letting her saliva drip down on her breasts. Her ex held
onto the chair, going balls deep as he fucked her lovely mouth
right in front of me.

I
decided to fill Bonnie’s pussy with a little more than just my
tongue at this point. I pushed one, then two fingers inside her hot
wet pussy and went on licking her clitoris. Bonnie moaned with her
mouth muffled with Steve’s cock. She grabbed the arm of the chair
harder. I almost forgot to breathe as I was licking her hard,
fingering her deep. Her juices were dripping down on her ass,
making the leather surface of the armchair wet and
slippery.

I knew
this was a good opportunity for her to come. I switched up a little
bit by moving my fingers in and out faster. I was committed to make
her come and I knew the cock pounding her mouth will help me. Her
contact with my fingers finally marked my success; she started
trembling and moaning harder; her pussy convulsing. Her nails were
digging into the leather surface of the arms of the chair and she
had a violent orgasm.

I knew
her pussy would be too sensitive after such a strong experience so
I backed up, pulling out my fingers from her dripping wet pussy.
Steve wasn’t so gentle; he went on fucking her mouth no matter
what. His cock slipped balls deep into her mouth again and again;
she couldn’t even turn her head away -- not like she would have
wanted to. He even let his cock in there for a few seconds; when he
pulled it out, she was breathing heavily for a few
moments.

“That was just… wow!” she panted. But Steve didn’t really give
her time, pushed back his cock into her mouth immediately and went
on pounding it again.

I stood
up and enjoyed the sight. I will surely look at hairdresser chairs
differently from now on. I even jerked off a bit while watching the
hot and dirty mouth fucking session in front of me.

Finally,
Steve pulled out. Bonnie was panting again,

“You’re crazy, guys...”

“And we haven’t even really started,” Steven
stated.

“Let her stand up,” I said, “she’s probably not feeling her
legs.”

“It’s not so bad,” Bonnie said smiling, while standing up,
“actually, it felt pretty good.”

I took
her hand and guided her to the other artifact at the hairdresser’s:
the big mirror with a sink in front of it. I stepped behind her and
admired her body in the mirror.

“Look at all that fluid all over your body,” I said. “And the
evening hasn’t even really started yet.”

She
looked over herself and leaned slightly on the sink. She watched
her own face close in the mirror. I used the opportunity and
reached down to her magnificent round ass cheeks.

“Look at this,” I showed them to Steve. “Look how firm and
tight she is!”

“Yeahh...” he said, leaning close.

“You wanna fuck her ass?” I asked, recalling what Bonnie had
told me about Steve not really being an ass man. But I was and
surely wanted to bring out of the situation as much as I
could.

“Well…,” he hesitated, but I could see the sight had an effect
on him. I released Bonnie’s ass cheeks and just spanked her
hard.

“Doesn’t she have a perfect ass? Just made for a good
pounding!”

Steve
stepped closer:

“May I?” he asked and reached for her black
panties.

“Be my guest, pal!” I said. After he fucked Bonnie’s mouth, I
wouldn’t really mind him stripping my girlfriend. He pulled down
Bonnie’s panties slowly, all the while watching her ass.

“You like it, don’t you?” I asked and spread her ass cheeks
apart again. Seeing her asshole for the first time this night was
so hot! I immediately leaned down on her and let some saliva pour
from my mouth on her asshole. I smeared it all over her ass with my
index finger, even pushed some into her tight asshole. “See how
tight it is?” I presented it to Steven like a treasure.

“Yeah,” he said, still holding the black thong in his hand,
jerking himself with the other.

“Come here, and fuck this hot piece of ass” I told to him. I
spread Bonnie’s ass cheeks even more apart.

“Yes please....,” Bonnie begged like a kitten. “Please fuck my
tight little ass hard...”

Steve got the message, stepped right behind Bonnie and
pressed his cock to the entrance of her back tunnel
. I could clearly hear Bonnie hissing as he
penetrated her ass slowly. He let her adjust for a few moments,
then spread his legs a bit, grabbed Bonnie by her tits and started
fucking her with deliberate movements. Bonnie closed her eyes and
enjoyed the hot ass fucking she was receiving from her
ex.

I
released her ass cheeks now and let Steve fuck her ass real hard.
He pressed her to the mirror and entered her sloppy asshole to the
hilt again and again, grunting and moaning. His huge balls and sack
hit her pussy lips every other time. Bonnie enjoyed this with
closed eyes, practically screaming.

I
wouldn’t think this party would go so well. Steven really got the
taste of it, he pounded Bonnie’s ass in a stable rhythm. Bonnie
opened her eyes, looked in the mirror, and I could see her admiring
her naked, wet body pounded from behind by her ex. It really was a
sight, I was jerking off beside them like a mad man.

After
only a few minutes of this raw ass fucking, she started shuttering
and trembling, her knees almost letting themselves go but she
grabbed the sink and let her body give in to the orgasm. Steven
didn’t care, he fucked her ass deep, without mercy. He even grabbed
her hair and pressed her head to the mirror, and both of us guys
were watching Bonnie’s face doubled by the mirror, convulsed by the
mix of pleasure and pain. Her body trembled a bit but she regained
her consciousness soon, opening her eyes and licking a wet spot on
the mirror. The sight of her licking her own tongue in the mirror
got me wild. I grabbed her hair and pulled her head down to my lap.
She managed to lean down to my cock without stepping aside of
Steven so his cock remained deep in her ravished
asshole.

The second Bonnie's wet tongue touched my cock, I moaned
loudly and put my hands on Bonnie's head. I pushed straight forward
to fit as much of my dick into her hot mouth as possible. As my
cock slipped into her mouth to the hilt, Bonnie reached down to
undo the bow on the front of her bra, allowing it to fall off her
body as she took a cock in either end of her. Now revealed, her
huge boobs shook with her body and hair,
swinging around wildly amid the intercourse as her ex thrust
repeatedly into her ass while I enjoyed a blowjob at the other end.
I could hear Bonnie's body slap against her ex's as she took the
base of my cock back in her hand and started to slurp on my cock.
She looked good with a pair of cocks in her, and the main course
was going to look even better.

Bonnie's
lips and tongue played with my cock for several minutes, preparing
me for the real fun as I started to clench my hands, pulling on her
hair. After sucking the entire length for a little while, she
focused on the head and tip, flicking her tongue against it and
licking it gently. Then she went back to stroking and sucking me
off, as all the while her ex was slamming into her ass from
behind.

Finally,
Bonnie pulled her head back from my cock with a gasp but continued
to stroke it as she received the hard anal pounding. Those piercing
eyes met mine again as her beautiful mouth uttered the last words
I'd heard before the real pleasure began: “Fuck me both of
you!”

What had
sold me on this opportunity was Bonnie's specific mention of the
fact that double penetration was something she had wanted to try
since her college days. To be completely honest, sandwiching Bonnie
was something I had always wanted to do. That kind of thought was
something I'd often fantasized about. In my mind, nothing was
hotter than the thought of Bonnie's sexy little body sandwiched
between two dudes who were filling her holes and stretching out her
taint.

With
Bonnie's words, nothing stood in my way. I knew better than to
overthink the situation. I needed to just do it.

Bonnie
and her ex came to a stop from their fucking and their bodies
separated. Steven stepped to the chair where the hairdressers
usually wash the hair of the clients. He sat down, let his head
slip into the headband. Bonnie climbed on him, reached down, and
slowly sat on his cock. She hissed again, twirled her abdomen to
get used to the cock from this angle, then looked back at
me:

“Let’s get it on!”

I
stepped behind Bonnie. Her pussy was completely filled with her
ex's cock, but she helped me find the alternate entrance by lying
down on the chair and spreading her ass cheeks nice and wide. I
squatted down behind her, my gaze transfixed on the vacant dark
hole.

My mouth
went dry as my breathing fluctuated. Meanwhile, my heart pounded
anxiously in my chest. I was still completely turned on, though,
and with my rock-hard cock in my hand, I leaned forward some more,
aiming for that tight asshole that would forever etch this night
into my memory.

Bonnie
was breathing faster too while she was holding her ass open and her
ex pressed her in place against himself. I was just moments away
from fulfilling my dirtiest fantasy and, even though the time
elapsed was probably about 10 seconds, it felt like another five
minutes before the head of my cock poked Bonnie's ass, guided by my
hand. Bonnie whined quietly when my tip made contact with her
flesh. I swear I could feel my cock get even harder as I continued
to look steadfastly at my lover, whose twat was filled to the hilt
with another cock already while I attempted to fill the neighboring
hole simultaneously. I pushed forward just enough to wedge the head
of my cock into her before releasing my cock and taking another
deep breath.

Her eyes
wincing shut, Bonnie cooed as I thrust forward slowly, entering her
asshole inch by inch. I had to grab the base of my dick a couple
times to help push it in, but there wasn't too much resistance
despite her tightness. Her breathing became more ragged, and her
red nails dug into her ex's shoulders as more and more of me filled
her. I could feel the hard cock on the other side of the membrane
that separated Bonnie's ass and pussy. The feeling was weird and
incredible at the same time. The pressure added by the other cock
was only enhancing the experience of plugging Bonnie's
asshole.

Again,
actual time and my perception of it weren't matching up. That first
thrust into Bonnie probably took only a few seconds, but it felt
like much longer as I took it all in. I slowly exhaled a few times,
balancing myself on her ass with one hand as I sank deeper and
deeper into her until, at last, my balls rested on Bonnie's taint
and my body made contact with her ass. Bonnie cried out either in
pleasure or pain; I couldn't tell. I put my hands on Bonnie's hips
and held onto her as my cock adjusted to the pressure inside her.
It was a tight fit, but the sensations were amazing even before
reality sank in.

I had
been entranced with Bonnie's asshole, but now that I was to the
hilt inside her, I looked up to see that Bonnie was looking back at
me. I could see just the corner of her mouth over her shoulder as
she grinned, clearly madly amused, but those beautiful brown eyes
really caught my attention as I gazed back at my beloved, naked
friend. It was at that moment that my situation finally took hold
of me.

The past
few minutes had seemed to be in slow motion, but upon making eye
contact with Bonnie, it was as if the play button had been pressed
to return us to live action. I looked away from Bonnie's face and
looked down to see again that I was balls-deep in her asshole. I
leaned over to check out her stretched-out taint and stuffed pussy,
a sight that drove me wild with unquenchable lust. Not only was I
inside Bonnie, but she was stuffed in both holes! Her tight pussy
and asshole filled to capacity raised the bar for the hottest thing
I'd ever seen, and the sights and sounds were going to get only
hotter as the activity progressed. Meanwhile, Bonnie looked beyond
pleased to finally be filled by two guys at once.

The only
sound now was our heavy breathing and a couple giggles from Bonnie
as we all adjusted to the pressure and prepared for one hell of a
fucking, which this girl needed. Leading up to this moment, I had
worried how I would perform with another guy involved, but I had
underestimated Bonnie's sexiness. Having her body as the meat in
this sandwich made me wholly willing in that moment of time to give
myself over to this sinful act of depravity.

With
renewed gusto, I inched my cock back until only the head was still
inside Bonnie's ass. Bonnie moaned softly as the veins of my cock
slid against her insides. Then I pushed forward, steadily sinking
my whole length back into her, which caused a gasp and a louder
moan from the girl as she lowered her head and again sank her nails
into her ex. I held onto her more tightly and began to fuck her ass
just as her ex began to stir underneath her.

Bonnie
cursed and then planted her hands on the arms of the chair on
either side of her ex, holding her body up halfway between the two
of us as we double-penetrated her. I held myself up by her hips as
I hovered over her ass, leaning over her and sinking my cock into
her asshole a few more times before getting the hang of it.
Meanwhile, her ex had started to steadily thrust in and out of
Bonnie's pussy as Bonnie tensed up, threw her head back and moaned.
Her hair brushed my shoulder as she jerked back. Her jerking
movements caused the chair to rock and tremble below us.

Before
we guys could really get going, Bonnie grew more comfortable with
her predicament and started to fuck us instead. She started slowly
rocking her body back and forth on our cocks but quickly grew more
eager and slammed back into us hard and fast. I continued
supporting myself on her hips while her ex was holding onto her
shoulders as she was sliding up and down the full length of our
cocks. My balls were continuously slapping against her taint as I
stayed still and let her polish my knob with her shitter. She cried
out with sounds of both joy and agony as she took us deep into both
her holes.

I held
my breath as I watched Bonnie fuck us. Her body thrust back and
forth, being penetrated in both her ass and pussy simultaneously.
The bitch rocked her body with remarkable stamina for a couple
minutes, moaning and panting as she did.

Bonnie
couldn't keep up the fucking, though, and after a while, I think
the discomfort became too much for her. She slowed down, gasping
for breath and whining a little as she sank down onto her ex after
doing an otherwise terrific job of pleasuring two men at once. I
took this opportunity to begin fucking her ass again, thrusting in
and out of her steadily while her ex grinded up into her other
hole. The experience was hot and wild on the sole fact that Bonnie
was getting nailed like a whore. She was so close to me that I
could feel the heat emanating from her body.

Having
Bonnie's ass would be the culmination of years of sexual
frustration. The fact that she was being double-penetrated was the
icing on the cake. I was shoving the head of my cock inside her,
neighboring her ex's cock that was already deep in her
pussy.

I could
feel the hard dick on the other side of the membrane. I was
balls-deep in Bonnie's ass as my body slid up against hers. Her
body was already slick with sweat and her own fluids dripping
everywhere.

I
couldn't contain my moan of pleasure as I took in the fact that I
was inside Bonnie's ass. Seeing her being sandwiched made the
experience all the more intense, and I could see her head was up
against Steven’s, her mouth at his ear, her boobs pressed against
his neck while I ground up on her. The sound of her heavy breathing
filled the ear, joining the sound of my own. The heat from her body
was already making me sweat while my heart was pounding so hard
that it almost hurt. Bonnie sank her nails into Steven’s chest as
she enjoyed with closed eyes being double-stuffed.

We went
on fucking hard, and continued taking in the reality that Bonnie
was being sandwiched. All that was left to do was for her ex and I
was to work together and shift our bodies and Bonnie's body before
we had her angled just right. What ensued was the most enjoyable
experience of my life.

“Fuck her harder,” her ex exclaimed, and we got right to it.
Bonnie’s moans almost sounded like sobs as we thrust into her holes
slowly and roughly but steadily. I was so lost in lust that I
barely considered Bonnie's comfort for the moment as I gave myself
wholly to the experience. The sexy bitch's slick flesh gyrated
between us two as we simultaneously made love to her cunt and
asshole.

I backed
up off Bonnie's body in order to look down and admire the brunette
beauty, who was starring as the meat in our sex sandwich. I gazed
on in disbelief as our hard cocks plunged in and out of her
steadily, filling her ass and pussy while pulling at her taint. My
eyes traveled up to her messy hair and sweaty back, as she moaned
and took our steady fucking. All the while, Bonnie's legs remained
at the two sides of her ex’s, giving us full access to her sex
holes as we both went to the hilt inside her.

After a
couple minutes of working our way through the experience, her ex
and I began to pay more attention to what each other was doing so
as to really heighten the enjoyment for all three of us. We
established a rhythm where he would sink into her pussy when I
pulled back inside her ass, and vice versa, so that we were
essentially taking turns going balls deep inside of her. It helped
relieve the pressure that Bonnie was feeling while also ensuring
that one of her holes was filled at all times.

I
continued to admire Bonnie's glistening and writhing body for a few
more minutes before I lay back on top of her, over her right
shoulder. Her flesh was hot and damp as her breasts pressed against
Steven’s body. Meanwhile, her ex was situated over her other
shoulder, so neither one of us was a distraction to the other as we
focused on our respective hole and kept Bonnie pinned helplessly
between us.

At this
point, the threesome became really hot and a ton of fun. As I gave
myself completely over to this shameful act of debauchery, Steven
and I were firmly fucking Bonnie like she had never experienced
before as we held her in place. The pleasure intensified to first
match and eventually exceed my wild expectations as I began to
thrust harder and harder into Bonnie's ass. I increased my speed,
forcing her ex to keep up the pace in her pussy.

We both
pumped back and forth into the bitch, sawing in and out of her. I
could hear her ex grunting beneath her and realized I was groaning
myself as Bonnie writhed and squealed between us, occasionally
laughing as her head and legs swung between our thrusting bodies. I
could feel the pointed heel of her right shoe poking my knee as she
reacted to be pressed between and stuffed by the two of us men. At
last, it seemed like Bonnie was sincerely enjoying her situation
while I sank into her over and over and over again.

I
remember distinctly how hot the room became. I briefly pulled back
to admire Bonnie again and saw beads of sweat on her neck and on
her back. It felt like time slowed down again as I viewed her body,
the entirety of which gleamed in the dim light from the
perspiration. Her sweat-soaked hair was matted against her neck and
shoulders and hanging down into her ex's face, her arms bracing
herself as she took the double penetration and as she reveled in
being the meat in our sandwich. Her breasts heaved as low,
pleasured moans escaped from her throat, joining a myriad of other
sounds, including the creaking of the chair beneath us as it
supported us during this raunchy activity. Her ex and I kept up our
pace as we pushed in and pulled out of Bonnie faster and faster. At
this point, joining the sounds of our moaning was the squelching of
her wet pussy and ravished asshole. I could feel the heels of her
shoes press into my knees as her leg bounced in rhythm with our
fucking. The smell of sweat mixed with Bonnie's perfume became
almost overwhelming as it joined with the sights and sounds of our
group sex.

Forcing
my cock as deep into Bonnie's ass as I could with each thrust, I
focused hard to continue my rhythm with her ex, who pushed even
deeper into her pussy, separated from my cock in her ass by only
the thin membrane. The two of us held her still and tightly between
our bodies so that the sweaty, gasping bitch lay there, getting
double-penetrated and crying out with blissful agony with each
thrust into her as her legs thrashed in the air, pinned within a
mass of human flesh.

I had
never felt more alive in my whole life. The incredible sensations
of feeling my cock slide beside another inside this hot woman would
soon be more than I could take. By now, we were fucking Bonnie like
a well-oiled machine, our cocks moving with the force and
consistency of pistons. We boys grunted harder and harder while
Bonnie was practically screaming at this point. Turned on only
more, we sawed in and out of the writhing, sweating, moaning
brunette between us harder and faster, rocking her entire body as
she was helplessly caught in this hot, wet, delicious
sandwich.

We
continued to fuck her in unison on that chair, which now was
probably stained with sweat. Of course, in that moment, I don't
think anyone would have cared less. We were having the time of our
lives. I was even slipping against Bonnie's damp body occasionally,
but I would quickly straighten myself out and go right back to
hammering her ass and doing my part in this threesome. Bonnie's
body, of course, was slick with sweat from all three of us, but it
suited her all the better. She continued crying out while her legs
bounced wildly on either side of Steven, for some reason, turning
me on only more. If she hadn't been enjoying the double penetration
so far, she most certainly was now. I know as sure as hell was and
I didn’t wanted it to end ever.

The
threesome continued for several more minutes as the sounds of
slapping damp flesh and squelching holes joined our cries and moans
of intense pleasure to fill the room. Finally, our continuous
thrusts into her sex holes made Bonnie cum. Her slick body slipped
effortlessly between our sweaty flesh as her ass squeezed me, her
nails dug into Steven, as she experienced her orgasm. Her body
rocked and shuddered between us as she came, screaming as she did
and pushing me close to the edge myself. Filled with new-found
confidence, I announced, "Let's cum on her face!" just as Bonnie
was coming down from the most intense portion of her
orgasm.

I wasn't
going to let this experience be absent of the cherry on top, which
meant a sticky facial for this bitch. Just the thought of cum
streaming down Bonnie's face was almost enough to get me off right
there. Plus, I could recall how Bonnie told me an occasion when
after making her hair, they had sex and Steven’s cum drained her
hair in this same place so he had to do the hair washing and drying
again. Lucky adventures of a hair dresser…

As
Bonnie continued to shudder from her climax, I pulled off of her,
slipping out of her ass with a loud popping sound before the used
bitch fell on Steven’s chest limply. She took a couple seconds to
catch her breath, but her ex forced her off him.

As we
two guys stood up, Bonnie was finally able to stretch out her legs
before quickly squatting down in front of me. Her ex hurried to
stand on the left side of Bonnie while I stood on her right, and we
both jacked off, pointing our cocks at her. Within a few seconds, I
was came.

Bonnie
closed her eyes as she was waiting her reward which she had worked
for hard. I moaned loudly as my cock finally erupted, blasting
Bonnie in the cheek first and then unloading all over her pretty
face. As if the experience wasn't close enough to perfect, Bonnie's
ex began to cum just a second or two after I did.

“Make sure you shoot some on her hair!” I reminded him. He was
grinning and aimed at her forehead and hair. Steven and I were
painting Bonnie's face and hair in unison, in the same manner that
we had fucked her body.

Time
seemed to slow down again. I looked down with a pervert
satisfaction as cum shot from both our cocks simultaneously and
splattered all over my lover. My cumshot covered her cheek and chin
first, then hair dark hair while her ex splashed onto her chin,
nose, eyelid and hair, of course. Still cumming, I moved my aim to
blast her other eyelid and then her forehead, while my counterpart
continued plastering the side of her face and then moved down to
her neck. By the time we finished cumming on her, we had covered
her whole face while leaving residue in her hair, and still more
jizz was dripping down her neck down to her boobs.

As soon
as I was satisfied, I exhaled heavily and collapsed in the easy
chair behind me, while Bonnie's ex headed off to the toilet, I
think, probably to clean up. As I took a minute to catch my breath
and cool off, I sat in utter disbelief at what had just transpired
and admired yet another hot sight I had helped create tonight as
Bonnie slowly stood up and wiped the cum from her eyelids, grinning
from ear to ear as she did. She ran her fingers through her hair,
enjoying the feeling of cum in her curls.

“This was sooo greaaat…,” she sighed happily.

“Yeah…,” I moaned since I couldn’t really speak in longer
sentences in that moment.

As she
strutted over to me drenched in jizz and sweat, dressed in only her
high heels and a smile, she assured me that tonight was everything
she had hoped it would be and that we would be doing this very same
thing again.
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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.

 


 


 


Office Sluts 1: The First Weeks by Sandy Monroe is available
at Smashwords

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/307658




 


 From
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“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 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.”
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