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No Show by Brett Olsen

Kelly was pissed off as hell.  Not at me -- thank Goddess! -- but pissed off nonetheless. I could see it in her face as she finished tying me up. She'd fashioned a crotch-harness for me that secured my wrists to my waist, essentially forcing me to remain in a kneeling position with my legs spread. She'd also secured my hood on me -- a form-fitting black leather garment that buckled at my slave collar and had holes for my eyes and my mouth. I always wear it when I'm going to be on camera.

I don't want to seem whiny, but I think Kelly might have made the ropes a little tighter than necessary. Even though she wasn't mad at me, I knew I would get the fallout. That’s how it works. I'm her slave. If she's mad, she gets to take it out on me... if it amuses her to do so.

And if the person she's pissed at is her expected co-star for the webcam scene she's scheduled to broadcast?

Then Kelly, aka "Mistress Kalinda," gets to take her frustration with him out on me -- on camera.

That's how it works.

#

Kelly leaned over the webcam just so -- making sure to show off her tits to the fans. Her ample boobs bulged through her tight white dress, plenty of cleavage showing.

Her face was big in the computer monitor, which -- because Kelly's dungeon is also her editing workstation -- was a pretty huge one at nearly forty inches. There was something terrifying about the oversized Kelly I saw on the screen in the NightShare window, surrounded by stats, buttons, chat-window blathering. And when I say "scary," I mean, like, she was pissed off and, as Mistress Kalinda, she'd take it out on just about whoever she could.

Since I was about ten feet behind her, like I said, watching the screen at an angle and drooling over her, I was a prime candidate to catch Kelly's rage. That state of affairs has continued for almost two years now, ever since I signed what was then my name on the dotted line.

I was hooded, naturally, as I always am when Kelly does a cam show. I work in tech, you see, and while times are most certainly changing, I didn't think my soon-to-be -- hopefully -- dot-com zillionaire employers would want to see one of their freelance engineers getting whipped, slapped, abused, humiliated, even pissed on and -- most frequently -- fucked in the ass on the internet.

Those at my work who had met Kelly hadn't shown any recognition, thank Goddess -- even the ones I suspected were kinky. But then, it's a big porn world out there. Thousands of cam Dommes abuse thousands of slaves every day, every night, all across this great world of ours.

And if someone ever did look at my wife at a work event and show flickers of recognition, I had my cover story all ready. Kelly was, I would say, a "fetish model."

Which she was, I guess... in addition to being a live webcam porn star.

As for me, I felt safe with the hood on. I have no distinguishing characteristics. I was nothing but an anonymous naked slave wearing a black leather hood, trembling because he feared he was about to get it but good from his pissed-off Mistress.

Kelly futzed with the cam channel controls, getting ready to switch on the cam.

From my kneeling position ten feet behind Kelly, I could see there was brisk traffic on the channel. They were chatting and waiting for "Mistress Kalinda" to show up.

That didn't surprise me. Kelly had anticipated a big yield from her show today. She'd done lots of online promotion, and the fans had shown up. They'd been promised hardcore anal, which always got the very best results. Kelly loves to get fucked in the ass, and it's not news that porn fans like to see that. More importantly, Kelly goes nuts when she gets fucked there, so fans could count on a pyrotechnic show from my wife whenever the promos promised anal.

Just as important, Kelly had planned to host this guy named Javon James, new to the industry and by all accounts hung like a horse. Taking a really big dick up her ass is one of my wife's favorite things -- and her fans love it almost as much as she does.

Sadly, Javon had flaked on her. That's why my wife was so pissed.

She switched on the webcam.

###

"Greetings, pigs! I am Mistress Kalinda, and you are my sick pervert jerkoff money slaves."

Kelly dangled her ample cleavage in the cam, making sure her fans could get a good look with every word she spoke. Tits and ass -- that's what made Kelly money. They were her bets assets. Well... tits and ass, and her filthy mind.

She continued: "Today I'd hoped to let you disgusting fucking perverts pay good money for the humiliating privilege of seeing me get fucked by a real man. I wanted it to be a very special man, a new man, someone I've never met before... a guy with a very, very, very, very big... black ... cock."

She always says "big," "black," and "cock" with a certain emphasis, because she knows that's what brings in the bucks. Petite, stacked white girls like my wife getting fucked in the ass by big black men... that's what the jerkoffs wanted. How could I blame them, when that's what I used to jerk off to?

Kelly made a show of pouting for the camera, showing her disappointment that Javon had flaked.

She said: "But I guess not all 'talent' is as reliable as you weird, sick, disgusting pervert jerkoffs." She made a disgusted noise and jiggled her tits at the camera. "Two o'clock on a Tuesday, don't you chronic masturbators have to be at work or something?"

Mistress Kalinda forced a laugh; it sounded angry, disgusted, which only helped her make her case.

She continued: "Some of you probably ARE watching this live from work, in some fucking cubicle somewhere in some office park in disgusting suburban middle America. Am I right? You've got a suit on, you're looking all proper, but I bet you're all wearing panties underneath, and your little tiny dick is so fucking hard, you just want to jerk off so bad..."

She made the mocking gesture of rubbing her eyes as if she were crying.

"Poor babies. Or maybe some of you are lucky enough to have gotten laid off from your shit jobs, so you're spending money you don't have to watch me take big, hard black dick in my holes. Aren't you lucky, perverts? Live it up while you can, sickos. Once you're evicted you can't give me any more money, and you know what? Then you won't matter to me. Why don't you tell me what you do for a living in the comments?"

Mistress Kalinda gave a vicious, wicked sort of laugh.

"Hell, if any of you disgusting office-drone sickos are feeling really adventurous, why don't you send me a private message telling me what company you work for and what office you're watching from?" Her tone got serious. "Then I can blackmail the fuck out of you. Before you know it, you'll empty your bank account and send me every dime. You'll start signing your little tiny pathetic paycheck right over to me. Any takers?"

From my vantage point, I could see there were takers. I could see, in the corner of the screen, Mistress Kalinda's Private Message box filling up with messages. There had to be ten or fifteen that came in as my wife talked. She wouldn't empty their bank accounts, naturally. She wouldn't make them sign their paychecks over to her. But she would send them invoices for private phone and cam sessions, at high prices that would make most of them slink away like whipped dogs. But a few would pay for the privilege of being abused by my wife over phone or webcam... and sometimes, just to keep things between us interesting, she'd make me listen, watch, or even participate.

That's one of the things that Kelly loves about having a husband who works mostly at home, only having to go into the office on special occasions. When "talent" like Javon Jones flakes on her, she just cross the hall between her home office and mine. She can just snap her fingers, say "Strip, slave," and that's what I do. She'll defer if I've got something scheduled -- a video conference, a meeting with my (other) bosses by video chat, or a project that simply can't wait.

But today? My schedule happened to be wide open, and Kelly knew it. That's why I was down on my knees, naked, collared and hooded, waiting for Kelly's command.

Kelly said, "Now, as I said, somebody flaked on me today. It's a certain hot new piece of meat who's got plenty of buzz in the industry. We've been passing him around like a joint at a party. Much as I'd love to humiliate him online, he's not a pervert like you sickos. I'm a professional, so this fucking flake shall remain nameless." Kelly pouted, her face close to the camera as she began to touch her tits. The nurse's uniform was exquisitely tight, and so stretchy that her nipples showed right through it. She said, "I was really looking forward to working with him. I guess he's in the same boat you perverts are, now."

She straightened up, dipped her hand down beneath her short skirt, up it and then down into her tight rubber thong. She let the skirt of the nurse's dress hang in front of her hand as she fingered herself for the camera. The fans didn't get to see anything directly. When her hand came out, it glistened with pussy. She held it up close to the camera, making sure the light caught it. She rubbed the tips of her fingers together sensuously.

She said, "Now, none of you get any of this hot little pussy of mine. He doesn't, you don't... everyone loses."

It was a classic tease, and on the edge of her NightShare window, I could see the chat room going crazy. I guess the guys liked it.

Still rubbing her wet fingers together in front of the camera to emphasize how wet she was, Kelly continued.

"But I've got a special treat to replace Mr. Flake's big black cock."

Kelly stepped back from the webcam, revealing me. She reached out, turned the cam slightly, and put me right on center-stage.

I know I was hooded... but I could still feel my face get hot with shame as I felt the heat of all those guys jerking off to the sight of me, helpless and hooded, kneeling. It wouldn't been quite so embarrassing if my dick hadn't gotten completely hard while I watched Kelly and listened to her.

How could it not be? There was no denying what a pervert I was for my wife's gorgeous long legs in those high-heeled white platform boots, those white lace-top fishnet stay-up stockings, and that super-short white patent-leather nurse's uniform. The three extra cup sizes she could afford after one year of doing live cuckold-Domme shows was a blessing in terms of her earnings... but it also drove me fucking crazy. My wife had gone from C-cup to DDD-cup just so that other men would want her. I did get to play with her hot tits, but only when it amused her. As for her pussy, that was now solely the property of the black men my wife hired to fuck her on cam, sometimes while I watched.

Kelly is so fucking hot when she transforms into Mistress Kalinda, turning from geek girl and wife into cruel bitch who loves to hurt and humiliate men. The fact that she humiliates other men in addition to me is almost as erotic to me as it is that she fucks other guys on camera -- making her one of the few cam Dommes who offers frequent examples of full-service, hardcore, bareback cuckolding scenes, complete with a gimp slave who fluffs, cleans up and -- if the talent is amenable -- sucks him as well. The fact that she only uses African-American male talent has made my wife additionally successful -- because, as she loves to remind me, of small-dicked white perverts like me.

That's how this whole thing started, see. That's all I wanted. I wanted to see my wife with another man. We were already experimenting with some pretty extreme hardcore Femdom, and Kelly did have her brief background in fetish modeling. She'd dabbled in cam shows, but found that the money for solo girl shows just wasn't that good. On the other hand, the harder she topped me, the more she learned about how perverts think. She began to repackage herself as "Mistress Kalinda."

By the time I finally talked her into cuckolding me, there was no question that it would be bareback, on camera, and with a black man. And it was. Kelly hired a black male porn star named Damon Bishop to fuck her brains out on camera, while I knelt there (hooded, of course) and watched. At the end, Kelly had jerked Damon off and he'd blasted his load all over my face. I could still remember the vivid humiliation of that having happened. I remember how it smelled, how it tasted, how it felt dripping off of my leather hood and over my lips, off my chin, onto my naked body. It had occurred many times since then, but the first time is always the time I remember most vividly.

At this point, my wife had fucked most of the black male porn stars out there, giving me the additional thrill of having jerked off to their cocks plumbing young, hot sweet white girls back when I would jerk off to interracial porn -- and now having seen them fuck my wife. Living in the L.A. area certainly makes it much easier; easily half of the most active performers in the industry live within twenty minutes of us. My wife has performed with the likes of Joaquin Vincent, Zach Angelo, Marcus Priest, Justin Payne, Mikal Vaughan, Antoine Reid, and more. Even if Kelly "retired" tomorrow, I'd have enough jerkoff material to go ten or twenty years without ever jerking it to any porn star but her.

Assuming she gave me permission to jerk off, of course. It's rare, lately. Even when I'm a good boy and eat her ass or whatever, she often likes to deny me. I wondered if today would be any different.

Kelly adjusted the webcam then stepped back and did a slow pirouette for the fans.

"That's why, today, I'm going to give you perverts something special. I'm going to let my slave eat my ass. I got it all nice and clean for Jovan, but I think my pervert faggot sissy slave would rather have it dirty. But what can you do? I'll just make him lick it extra-deep for you, perverts."

Kelly bent over the sturdy black vinyl-covered bondage table she uses for some webcam shows.

She snapped her fingers and spoke to me: "C'mere, slave. Worship my ass. And believe me, you'd better go deep."

I knew that much already. Kelly had learned to like anal a lot -- unfortunately, after she stopped fucking me. Maybe I didn't eat her ass as often as I ate her pussy, but when I did, it had the ripe taste of humiliation. Unlike Jovan James, no-show, I didn't usually rate a full cycle of cleansing before an anal scene. Whether Kelly awakened horny, yawned, grabbed my head and shoved my face roughly down between her cheeks -- or bent over like this to make me do a "rimcam" show, as she likes to call them, she'd learned to like getting my tongue up her butt almost as much as she liked having cock in it. Unfortunately for me, she'd learned how much she liked it only after she cuckolded me -- and began to deny me completely as part of our formalized "game."

I didn't say "Yes, Mistress," the way I would have if Kelly and I were in bed or wherever, alone. When she was Mistress Kalinda, I had no voice. I was nothing but a gimp slave, faceless and hooded, there to lick pussy and ass and -- at most -- to squeal like a girl when she buggered me. Most of the time, she would gag me before even doing that, so even my wife's most devoted fans didn't know what my voice sounded like.

I just crawled across the floor and planted my face in my wife's perfect ass, touching my tongue to her wrinkled hole.

Kelly still felt tight, despite the many huge cocks she had taken in her ass since she started performing.

I wriggled my tongue up inside her, licking with mounting eagerness as I heard her moaning softly. The camera was pointed right at me, but she cocked her head to the side and reached out to adjust it a little. She hit the ZOOM button. On the monitor, my face got bigger for a little while, my tongue looking red, wet, and eager as it worked up inside my wife's hole, wriggled, and then came out dripping with spit to slide up and down in my wife's crack.

"Good boy," my wife said, sounding distracted. "Good little cuckold sissy faggot."

It was easy to see the source of my wife's distraction. There on the big screen, our image was sandwiched between multiple columns of Night Share menus, chat strings -- and numbers. Two things were troubling. In the chat room, all the activity had died down to just about nothing. At the upper right corner of the screen was a big panel showing the number of viewers, regardless of whether they were in the chat room.

Surprise! That number had plummeted. There were only a few guys left jerking it to my humiliating rim job. I guess in some ways that made it seem that much more humiliating. Kelly was bored, I was humiliated, distracted and had work to do, and we weren't even making any money. Correction... SHE wasn't making any money. Kelly runs the financial affairs in our household, so even when I'm the one making the money, it's hers. That's how she wants it. That's how I've learned to accept it.

But it was almost as humiliating to know that there weren't even guys jerking off to this. I was busily working hard to pleasure my wife's asshole; just a few men out there even cared to keep watching. My face reddened under the hood. If my wife had just ordered me between her cheeks, randomly, on any given day or night, any time, it wouldn't have entered my mind whether I was "successful" in eating her ass -- except whether she was enjoying it.

And whether the fans were.

My wife was here to enjoy herself, and make money.

And we'd be making a whole lot more money if she had Jovan James here to fuck her ass when I finished fluffing her -- that much was obvious.

Jovan James is a favorite of mine, so Kelly has long been aware of him. I know for a fact that she's touched herself watching his videos. She knows that I've jerked off to his scenes many times -- before she took control of my porn viewing and jackoff habits, of course. (Now I only jerk off when she gives me permission... or when I get so desperately horny I'm willing to take the spanking, beating or worse Kelly will surely dole out to me when I confess that I beat off without her permission.)

Kelly had obviously been all worked up to "perform" with Jovan James... And he had just straight-up flaked on her. That had to hurt Kelly's feelings. It even hurt mine.

Kelly's phone rang.

I guess I was kinda surprised; I must have jerked back from her ass when I heard the phone ring. Kelly usually turns off her phone when she's doing live cam shows, obviously. For whatever reason, her ringer was on, now, but Kelly was not the least bit amused when I backed off even a little bit. She might not really be enjoying herself that much -- but that was no reason, in her mind, for me to slack off and give her a mediocre rim job.

Kelly shrieked, "Suck, slave! Keep sucking my ass! Eat my ass, or I'll beat yours!"

I felt a hot wave of fear going through me. Yeah, of course I knew Kelly's extreme threat was just that -- a threat. But the tone of my wife's angry voice got me focused. I started to eat her ass out with a much more aggressive slurping motion.

I was completely focused on Kelly's crack when I heard my wife say, "Hello?"

Good Goddess, she must have really been bored. Kelly NEVER answers the phone while on camera -- unless, of course, it's part of the show.

Kelly's distraction burned me. I felt the pain of my humiliation as I tried to keep myself thoroughly focused on Kelly's tight ass. I licked deep, then swirled shallow, the tip of my tongue drawing circles around Kelly's virgin-tight entrance. How she keeps her ass so impossibly tight when she spends so much time taking huge dicks up in it, I don't know. But it felt like I had to really lick hard to get my tongue thrust up inside her. More importantly, the delicate circles I drew were beginning to get a reaction. I didn't dare touch Kelly's pussy without being told to do so -- especially not on camera -- but I could smell her cunt, wet and ripe, ready for sex. I felt waves of excitement as I let myself indulge in hopeful thoughts I wouldn't have even considered an hour ago... could my wife get so hot that she'd let me put MY dick inside her? It would be something, at least. For the fans, right? For the fans...

I had never fucked my wife's ass. Not once. Dozens of men had possessed her rear hole... She was known for her anal performances, in fact. But me? I barely dared hope that someday...

And yes, I hoped, I did hope... today? Maybe? Please, Goddess?

###

"Hello?" Kelly said into the phone, her voice conspicuously flirtatious. "This is Mistress Kalinda."

Maybe it was Jovan. Could he be running late? Would he show up to fuck Kelly's ass, just as I finished fluffing her?

That thought made me lick Kelly's ass with more excitement. My little cock throbbed down between my shaved legs, standing out from my smooth-shaved balls and bouncing with every twitch of my body against the ropes.

But it wasn't Jovan James; that much became obvious quickly.

Kelly said peevishly, "I'm sorry, you sent your resume where?" There was a pause, and then she sighed, "That address hasn't been current for ages. What is it you do, again?"

This time, there was only the briefest of pauses before Kelly said, with intense excitement: "Oh! You're talent!"

I guess that surprised me just enough that I lightened up on her asshole a little.

Kelly covered the phone and hissed, "Don't you dare stop, slave. A Mistress's ass doesn't lick it's damn self!"

As I once again focused myself, desperately seeking to lick her more pleasurably, I heard "Mistress Kalinda's" voice turning more than just flirty.

She sounded ready to fuck.

She said to the man on the phone, "Listen, where are you? I mean, where do you live?" A brief pause, while I kept on worshipping Kelly's tight ass, eating her out. "Oh," she chirped happily. "That's right around the corner. About... ten minutes away?"

My wife shared some joke with the man on the phone. I could imagine what the joke was about: Everything here in Los Angeles was twenty minutes from everything else. The laws of physics dictated that no matter what neighborhood this stranger lived in, it wasn't ten minutes away. Such things just didn't happen.

Kelly said: "What are your measurements again?"

She listened carefully to the response, grinding her hips back against the movements of my tongue, pushing her asshole against my open, drooling mouth with increasing eagerness as her arousal quite obviously mounted. Kelly loves spontaneity.

She said, Could you resend your photos? No need for a resume. Just..." Here, Kelly threw a glance my way, and then at the camera, and then to the screen. "Face and dick, of course. Yes, thank you. I'll wait." She repeated her email address -- the same one that's posted on the website, so it was no problem to have it recited in front of the few fans still left watching. From what I could see when I came up for air from between Kelly's cheeks, it was no more than four or five guys at the most.

Kelly said, "Wait! No, wait, don't email them... just go ahead and text them. To this number, yes. Thank you, I'll wait."

It didn't take long. I guess the guy was pretty eager to work -- or get laid. Maybe both.

Kelly's phone chimed.

"Oh!" she said, two seconds later. "Oh, my. Oh, yes. Is this really you? Oh, yes, oh, I see, in the third pic-- oh, wow. Yes, that's very impressive. Let me ask you, Troy, could you come over now? Right now? I'm on cam right now, you see, and... oh, fuck, I'm sorry, I got distracted for a minute. I've got my slave eating my ass right now, and he just got this... you know how, when there's a really submissive little whore, and you slap her just right on the face or humiliate her or whatever, and -- oh -- the way she takes your cock down her throat, it just suddenly gets -- oh! So fucking amazing...?"

Kelly laughed at the guy's response, whatever it was.

She said, "Well, that's okay. I like newcomers. I'm sure you'll learn what I mean once you get some experience. How about it, Troy? Will you come fuck me in the ass, right now? For--" Kelly covered her mouth with her hand and turned away from the webcam so the onboard microphone wouldn't pick up the amount -- even though what she pays is posted in every one of her ads.

I could just barely hear the price, though, and it thrilled me to hear that her voice was like melted chocolate.

"Two hundred dollars," she said. "I'll cut you a check as soon as you finish fucking me."

I freaked out a little, but I didn't dare stop licking my wife's ass. I kept eating her out while she uttered something akin to a sonorous purr.

"Yes," she said. "See, I had a cancellation, and..."

I guess the guy gave my wife the answer she wanted to hear. She moaned like a porn star.

"That's great," she said. "I'll text you the address. Now, Troy, do you promise to be here in ten--" Kelly laughed. "Yes, of course, baby. I just can't wait." She shot a glance at the webcam and said, "The perverts can wait, but... I can't. I need your dick, baby. Come over right now and I'll put a good word in for you with--" She once again covered her mouth, but spoke loudly enough that the few fans left watching could probably hear. She named off a half-dozen directors known for offering lucrative gigs for male talent.

"I'm glad to hear that," Kelly said after "Troy" had responded. "Just come to the front door. There's a key under the mat, baby. Let yourself in. Right there on the entryway table, you'll find the paperwork for my other performer. Just fill it in with your name and address and everything, come down the hall to your left, and... you'll hear the moaning, I think." Kelly laughed. "Don't forget your ID. I need that. And your paperwork?" Kelly's breath turned to a soft sigh of pleasure. "Good, baby. Good, Troy. Oh! Oh, fuck... I'm looking forward to -- working -- with you."

The emphasis on "working" was obvious.

Kelly continued: "You don't mind if I post your pics online, you know, out in the general NightShare chat room, so people can... Yes, I'll be sure to use your name. It's V-A-U-G-H-N? Yes, oh! You're really a lifesaver, Troy. I promise you, I'll make it worth it."

Ending the call, Kelly reached back, grabbed the back of my head, and shoved my face harder than ever against her ass. She leaned back firmly, forcibly bending me back until I found myself all but smothered by my wife's crack.

With her other hand, she reached out and aimed the camera, adjusting it to be sure that it caught not only her cleavage, but the shadowy figure of me squirming under her while she damn near broke me in two sitting on my face.

"Well, perverts, you're all in luck. That was a man named Troy Vaughan. He's just getting started. He lives not too far from here, and he says he'll be here in ten minutes." Kelly moaned, rocking her hips back and forth as she rode my face. My tongue worked deep in her ass. I struggled to breathe with her tight, muscled butt flexing hard against my face and pinching my nose.

She continued: "I sure as hope he shows up, because... Oh! My little slave has been eating my ass like a good little bitch. Here... I'm going to post Troy Vaughan's pictures for you, perverts, and out on the general NightShare chat channel." She looked down at me. "But don't you stop, ass-eater!"

Back to the camera: "Once you see the size of Troy's cock, you'll know why I want butt-muncher here to keep eating me out."

Kelly stood up just enough to kick the rolling office chair out of its place in front of the computer; then she snapped her fingers and pointed.

"You're my chair, slave. Get in position so I can sit on your face. Crawl."

I was dizzy from eating her ass out for so long. My jaw ached. My tongue felt raw. But I obeyed her. I crawled over to the computer desk, while my wife swiveled the camera and pointed it at me.

Nervously, I placed myself in a position where Kelly could sit on my face.

And she did... Practically smothering me as she sat down and typed up a promo blurb to drop in the main NightShare chat channel.

By then, my face was dripping with her pussy-juices, because the position in which she used me as a chair had my wife's wet cunt dripping down onto my face, not down her thighs as before.

Even so, she hadn't -- and wouldn't -- let me take so much as one lick of her cunt. My mouth was dirty, now, my tongue defiled. I wouldn't eat pussy till I'd washed my mouth out with soap.

Kelly writes fast, and there isn't much text to a promo blurb, anyway. After she'd finished the blurb and posted it, along with Troy's pics, Kelly finally let me up for air.

That's when I got my first look at Troy's pics, and they  made my jaw drop.

The quick promo Kelly had posted featured two of Troy Vaughan's head shots and -- good Goddess! Holy shit! Holy fuck! -- no fewer than FIVE of his cock shots.

Apparently he knew which assets he did best to maximize. Don't get me wrong; he was twenty or so, and good-looking enough. He was built and ripped. He had broad shoulders, but he was slim enough to look pretty flexible. He was damned nice to look at.

But downstairs was where Troy really stood out. He would go far in this industry. The guy was enormous.

Kelly and I both heard the door open. There was a pause. Kelly repositioned the camera to point at the little leather loveseat she uses to fuck on when she's doing webcam shoes. She hooked her thumb through the D-ring of my collar. She guided me over to the loveseat. She pushed me onto my back, head propped on the edge of the loveseat.

Then, my wife sat on my face.

Heavy footsteps echoed on the hardwood hallway, nearing the converted bedroom that is now my wife's porn studio. While I desperately ate my wife's ass out, the heavy footsteps closed in.

When Troy Vaughan, whoever the hell he was, stood outside our open door, Kelly moaned urgently.

"Hey," I heard Troy's deep voice. "Pleasure to meet you. I'm--"

"Fuck me," gasped Kelly. "No, wait--give me your paperwork first." Troy had it in his hand. "Then, fuck me."

Troy's heavy footsteps came closer. I heard the rustling of papers. I don't know how carefully Kelly looked at the contract and Troy Vaughan's ID, but I'm pretty sure she had his grey sweats pulled down and his dick in her mouth before she could have possibly done the math on his date-of-birth.

I could not see anything. Kelly sat on my face with her ass nearly smothering me. My tongue was shoved deep in her tight ass. But I knew she had Troy's sweats down, his cock out, and her mouth all over it because of the wet sounds that came out of her.

Kelly has always loved giving extremely sloppy blowjobs. Sometimes I get slightly nostalgic for the days when I was the one who would get them. But there was no time for nostalgia now... because Kelly was rocking her hips urgently, fucking her asshole against my tongue as she sucked Troy Vaughan's cock with eager abandon. I could see nothing, but I felt Troy's legs planted on either side of mine. As my wife sucked Troy off, strings of drool ran from his cock and balls onto mine. My dick stood up, small and hard, from the tightly-paired orbs of my shaved nuts.

"Fuck me," moaned Kelly after just a few minutes of sucking. She guided Troy's cock to her pussy, pulling him between her legs. She moaned with intense pleasure as she worked his cockhead up and down in her slit. She wasn't so distracted by pleasure, though, that she didn't have time to spare on some aesthetics. She reached out and adjusted the camera angle, making sure her webcam friends could see everything.

I didn't have to look at the NightShare stats menu to know that the views were pouring in. I could tell by how eagerly Kelly begged Troy for his cock. After two years as a full-time self-employed porn star and cuckold-cam Domme, my wife only gets that excited when money is plentiful.

I felt Troy's huge shaft sliding past my face and into my wife's pussy while I went on licking her asshole. Kelly sat on my face, pushed harder onto me by each thrust of Troy's cock.

Troy's furry balls smacked me in my leather-covered chin from his first deep stroke into my wife. I could feel his hairy shaft rubbing against the leather of my hood as he withdrew and pumped his cock into Kelly again and again and again.

I've been with my life long enough to have thought: "His dick will look bigger if he shaves his cock and balls."

But a guy like Troy didn't need to try to look bigger. He was already huge, and my wife's cries of pleasure told me just how huge he felt up inside her.

When Kelly came the first time, I felt it. Not just from the way she humped herself onto Troy while sitting on my face, nearing crushing me. I felt the muscles of her asshole spasming and twitching as I kept my tongue buried up in her as deep as it would go.

After that, it was time for Kelly to do what she'd promised the fans. She'd promised them anal.

So Kelly pushed Troy back a little, got down on her knees and took his cock into her mouth, carefully positioning him so the webcam caught everything.

Between wet, slurpy sucks up and down on Troy's shaft, Kelly barked at me:

"Go get the lube."

I scampered away and got it for her. As I crawled back, Kelly was up into a crouch, her legs spread, her face still low and close to his crotch. Her hand was still stroking his cock.

"Yeah, baby? You wanna fuck me in the ass? You wanna fuck my tight little white ass, baby?"

"You know I do, Troy said."

Obediently, I drizzled lube onto Troy's cock. Kelly smeared it all over, getting Troy slicked up till he glistened.

Then she rose to her feet and bent over the edge of the couch, pointing her butt toward the camera, but a little to the side.

Like a good slave, I squirted some lube into Kelly's crack, getting her lubed up as well.

Troy might have been knew, but he was well acquainted with the stance necessary to show off an ass-fuck to the camera. He positioned himself properly, turned slightly to the side so the webcam caught every detail of Kelly's live sodomy.

Kelly cried out as his huge cock stretched her. He gave her a good long time to get used to it, while I knelt there, watching. I could see my leather-hooded face there in the corner of the screen... forced to watch as my wife got fucked.

Soon, Troy had his whole cock shoved into Kelly's tight ass. He started fucking her in long, slow strokes. Kelly went crazy. She cried out in pleasure, fucking herself back onto him for the cameras -- and for me. She made eye contact with me when she started rubbing her clit in quick circles.

She came again before three or four minutes had passed. I know the difference between the orgasms Kelly fakes for the cameras and the real deal. This one was as real as the one I'd felt her have against my tongue.

Troy kept on pulling his cock out so Kelly could spread her cheeks for the webcam and show off her gaping hole. When she did that, she'd look at the camera, moaning, and then looked at me with a self-satisfied smile.

Troy's huge cock really had fucked my wife wide.

Kelly demanded her favorite battery-powered vibrator, snapping her fingers and not even looking at me as she said, "Get it, slave! Get my favorite!" I knew what she meant. I brought it for her. Kelly turned it on and used it on her clit while Troy continued fucking her ass.

She came once more; then it was time for the pop shot.

To my surprise, Kelly reached out and grabbed me and pulled me in with her. She knelt in front of Troy and centered herself on the screen, up close and personal right in front of the webcam. She made me kneel there next to her.

She had one hand on Troy's cock, but he pretty much finished himself. He jacked off all over my wife's pretty face and big tits... and plenty of hot streams hit my face, too. Most of it went on the outside of the hood, but it still felt warm and slippery.

Kelly gave Troy's balls one last, fond kiss, then waved goodbye to the camera.

"Thanks, perverts," she said, glancing at me after waving at the camera.

She nodded at me, and I knew what to do.

I crawled to the camera and turned it off.

I got a glimpse of the numbers racked up in the tip jar and pay-per-view earnings...

Damn!

It looked like my clever wife had turned a no-show into an earner...
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Rich Content by N.T. Morley

Eric entered Julie's dressing room just as Rachel and Brenda were putting the finishing touches on her makeup and wardrobe. Wardrobe! That was a laugh.

In this case, "wardrobe" meant Julie's black leather collar, a pair of high heels, and black lace-top stay-up stockings with seams down the back.

She was wearing a pair of tight shorts while she sat in the chair, because the chair's seat was plastic and it tended to stick and feel clammy, especially when she was sweating. They kept it reasonably cool in the wardrobe department, but Julie felt moist and sweaty anyway, so she was allowed to wear shorts while they worked on her makeup and wardrobe.

She was incredibly nervous. Only force of will was preventing her from completely freaking out.

But when Eric walked in, she felt better. And worse. At the same time. On the one hand, she thrilled to see Master, to see how he looked at her, how pleased he seemed to take stock of her new, big, hard tits with their firm pink nipples and shimmering silver rings. She liked to see how pleased he was when he looked at her pretty face -- no prettier, he assured her, than when she was uncut and unaltered... but more popularly pretty, and thus far more profitable. The nose, the cheekbones, the eyes... they were all subtly altered, subtly being the operative word. Eric had spared no expense for his wife in having her worked on... he wanted the best.

From the proud look on his face, he had gotten it. Julie had changed substantially in the three years since Eric first bound her and photographed her in their little Lexington Heights apartment. He'd known then what Julie only really knew now... or really accepted. That people -- men, mostly -- would pay money to see her get naked, get tied up, get hurt. They'd pay even more to see her get fucked, Eric found out as their site expanded, as he made his young wife a star. Eric was older than Julie -- a whole thirty years, in his early fifties now, 48 to her 22 when they got married -- and he'd already had a whole mini-career in internet marketing, with the online MBA to prove it. He turned a few snapshots, living room hot lights and something approaching an aesthetic eye into one of the most artistic representations of bondage photography in the business.

But that hadn't lasted long. Eric had quickly found out that if people would pay to see Julie get naked, get bound, and get hurt, they would pay more to see her get fucked. And still more to see her get bound, hurt, and fucked. The harder the better. The day that he realized men would pay more to see Julie get fucked by men other than him... well, that had been the start of his wife's descent into utter depravity. Even then, she'd been collared... and through all her adventures and agonies. Julie's safeword remained safely tucked away in her mind, always ready, always there if she needed it... but her trust in Eric was too great. She'd learned a lot about slavery in those three years... she'd learned that her fantasies didn't compare to the reality. And she'd learned that as much as her husband did love her, she really was, now, his property. A commodity to be bought and sold, as it pleased him to do so... or, to be more accurate, as it fit his business plan.

"Girls," Eric said to Rachel and Brenda. "Could you give us a minute?"

"She's almost finished," said Brenda, leaning in tight to apply another coat of mascara to Julie's lower lashes. Eric liked that... the fans liked that. They liked to see Julie's eyes run with tears when she gagged on hard cock, or was hurt to the point where she broke. It happened often; Julie cried easily. It was one of the reasons she drew such a ravenous following. It wasn't acting, exactly; she just loved the catharsis. Secretly, Julie loved the catharsis, craved it; it was one of the reasons she'd never once safe-worded on set, not as long as Eric was directing. Until and unless she felt herself in actual physical jeopardy, no amount of pain or humiliation had driven Julie to surrender... yet.

Today, though, Julie wasn't sure. She was more nervous than she'd ever been. Was it because the men were all black? She didn't know for sure, but... no, that wasn't it. Julie liked black guys. She was attracted to them. She'd always been. And the men who'd been picked for today's scene were... known to be rough, was the polite way to put it. But they were all professionals. Julie knew she would be treated well... which, at Hard Limits Productions, meant being worked over hard for the entertainment of men she would n ever meet -- never want to meet -- who would jack off furiously to see Julie hurt and crying.

"Girls, can you give us a minute?" Eric asked.

Brenda pouted. "She's almost ready," she said. "We're on a schedule here... Sir." The "Sir" came when Brenda looked over at Eric and saw the stern look on his face. All of Eric's employees called him "Sir" on set, and often when not on set, too. A few even called him Master. Not only Julie, but Eric had branched out... performing with other performers and spreading their wings as performers. Calling Eric "Sir" came naturally to Brenda when she'd spent a half-dozen scenes with his cock inside her, always submissive. With girls, on the other hand, Brenda was dominant. Julie and she had done several scenes together. Brenda played hard. She had a raw sadist's edge... but when Eric had topped her, she gave it up just like candy. Julie had gotten wet watching their scene together, even as her cheeks flushed with jealousy. How was it that she could fuck other guys on camera, but when Eric did it, she still got red-faced with jealousy? She still felt the green-eyed monster? Probably because he didn't do it as often. There wasn't the demand. Whereas the site members constantly clamored for more and harder scenes with Julie. She would have had star-power, if she hadn't been a wholly-owned subsidiary of Master Eric Payne, L.L.C., on a personal as well as a professional level.

Back when it started, Julie had been plain old Julie Fitzsimmons; she'd even kept her maiden name. How was that for living in a fantasy world? She'd pretended that having her maiden name made her some kind of feminist. And she was some kind of feminist... but when Eric had renamed her, she had accepted it. She was no longer plain old Julie Fitzsimmons; she wasn't even Julie Perkins, which she would have been if she'd taken Eric's surname on marriage. Now she was Jolie Jizz, the pain whore who cried on camera.

And Eric possessed her. He always had, even before she'd first spread his legs for his camera. But today, she felt more owned than ever. Especially with how proudly Eric was looking her over as she sat there, topless and tarted-up, in the makeup chair.

"She's almost ready," pouted Brenda. "Can we have just one more second--"

"Now, Brenda," Eric said, lowering his voice into that dominant growl. It was wholly inappropriate for him to use it on Brenda when she was being his regular employee, not his co-star... but then again, lines tended to blur together here at Hard Limits Productions. He knew how wet that voice made Brenda; she was a little subby whore when it came to big, dominant older men like Eric. And Julie still went wet at the sound of her husband's commands, even with the butterflies in her stomach.

Eric moved confidently, plucking the mascara from Brenda's hand.

"I'll finish her," he said. "Just the mascara?"

"She needs powder," said Brenda, melting away submissively. "On her tits."

"I'll take care of it, girls. Go take five."

"Yes, Sir," Brenda said, melting away. The dressing-room door closed and Julie was left alone with her Master. It shocked her a little how much that scared her. She was so worked up about what she faced on set that she realized she was frightened a little of the intimacy of Eric's closeness.

He leaned in and started applying mascara. He put it on heavy -- probably heavier than Brenda would have. He knew what the customers liked. Eric was always calling for more mascara, heavier mascara, darker mascara; this brand and color was blacker than black, so that even the slightest dribble of tears from Julie's eyes would make streaks down her cheeks.

Julie looked into Eric's eyes, but he was focused on her lashes.

"You've got quite a day ahead of you, slave," said her Master. She stared blankly into Eric's dark, cruel eyes, probing them, hoping he'd look at her -- really look at her. But then, when he did -- when he'd finished her one set of lashes and paused before moving to the left -- she felt terrified, chilled to the bone.

She said, "Yes, Master. It's quite a... scene you've got planned."

Eric set down the mascara bottle and put his heavy hand on his wife's shoulder.

He grinned, a little sadistically... but with a hint of business-savvy confidence, the way he always had it.

"I didn't plan it, slave. You know who did."

Eric's voice was stern; he was chiding her. That's why he wanted her to admit who had planned this scene... who had selected this particular submission for her.

"Yes, Master," Julie said. "I know who planned it."

"Tell me who, slave."

"The fans, Master. My fans." She blushed a little as she added, "Your fans," not sure if she was correcting herself or simply augmenting her statement.

"Your fans," Eric corrected her. "I'm just a cameraman. I'm just a manager. All I do is decide when you sit, stand and kneel. When you get tied up. When men put their cocks in you." Eric's big hand traveled up over Julie's sensitive tits to her throat; she felt his thumb at her windpipe, gently caressing, no pressure, just enough touch so she knew it was there, while his firm fingers touched her neck just past her jawline, the place he caressed when he wanted to make her shiver... and make her wet.

"When you get bound, when you kneel, when you get fucked. When you get gangbanged. Only this time, I turned that responsibility over to them. To the viewers. You know how many hits we got on that final vote, slave?"

"A lot, Master," Julie said breathlessly. She could feel her clit pulsing, so hard it felt almost painful in its hunger. Ever since Eric had added the second ring, Julie was insanely sensitive there. She came more often. She came more easily. She was wet all the time. Then again, maybe that was the psychological effect of her increasing work...

"More than twice what I've gotten on any other user survey," said Eric. "Even with incentives offered. You know what the most common visitor path was for the last three days of voting, slave?"

"No, Master." Julie's voice was soft, gentle, deeply submissive. She looked up into her husband's hard eyes, seeing that he knew damned well that she did not care what the most common user path was in the last three days of voting on her degradation.

Except... that Julie knew how her husband thought.

He wouldn’t ask her, or tease her, or tell her with such conscious drama, unless he had an ulterior psychological motive. This was one of his little "pep talks" he gave his slave when he thought she needed them.

Julie knew she could expect Eric to make this about what a good slave or bad slave, good whore or bad whore, good slut or bad slut or just flat-out slut-slut, she was.

And she loved that about him. She loved his little "pep talks." Anticipating this one caused heat to pulse down from Julie's very hard nipples to her pierced clit and then into her dripping-wet cunt, which felt hungrier with every passing second.

She also loved the feel of her Master's hand on her throat, his thumb underneath her jaw, his fingers caressing her neck.

Eric said, "Join page, then right to the survey," said Eric. "New members up the wazoo. One hundred sixty-eight joins just on Thursday alone. Friday? Two hundred twelve. Do you want to know Saturday's figure?"

Julie was breathing hard, her back arched, her tits thrust out, her tits heaving as she breathed hard, looking up into Eric's eyes. He knew all too well that this marketing talk always put her to sleep... except this time it didn't.

She read the subtext.

You are a hot piece of ass, slave, her husband was telling her. You are a rare piece of meat, cooked up just right for the perverts to feast on. The money, the fame... it all comes from the fact that your holes and your limbs and your pale white flesh striping prettily with the cane and the whip, and your black tears rolling down those pretty pink cheeks while some mean stranger hurts you or fucks you... that's what you are, slave. The members have spoken. You need to suffer. They've voted.

"Yes, Master," said Julie, even though she didn't care about Sunday's figure per se.

But she did care that good numbers seemed to make Eric's dick hard. His marketing dick... and maybe his actual dick.

Julie didn't dare drop her eyes to see if her husband was hard... but if he was, she hoped that he'd let her know. It was reward... to know that what she was about to go do, she would do for her Master. Not just for the fans... but for him.

"Two-forty-eight," Eric said. "It's off the charts, slave. You're a star. You saw the votes. Eighty percent want you gangbanged by twelve big black cocks while you struggle and they tie you up and punish you for resisting. And that's what they're going to get, slave, isn't it?"

"You're giving them thirteen, Master," Julie said, just a soft whisper of bitterness bleeding through her tone.

Eric smiled at her. "Is that a problem, slave?"

Julie blushed. Her eyes dropped automatically, and she caught a glimpse of her husband's tight black leather pants... oh, yes. Her man was rock-hard. Julie felt a hot rush. She could feel the heat in her pussy, as if a connection existed from Eric's huge hard-on to her dripping pussy.

"Does it please you to pimp me to thirteen black cocks, Master? Thirteen men who want to tie me up, hurt me, and fuck me? Gangbang me?" Julie was breathless. She went on: "Does it please this slave's Master to pimp it to thirteen big black cocks? To thirteen big black men who want to tie me up, hurt me, and use me? And fuck me?

"Yes, slave. It pleases me very much."

"And not just for the--" Julie's voice faltered.

Eric's eyes narrowed. "What, slave?" His hand at her throat was an implicit threat, a reminder of his power... but after five years of marriage, Julie knew all too well that the true threat reside din the heat and the hard edge of her husband's voice. She knew she must now ask her question, even though it was highly imprudent.

"Not just for the money, Sir?" Julie asked Eric, a little bitterly.

Eric laughed. He took his hand away from Julie's throat, and Julie blushed furiously. She felt waves of humiliation rolling through her. She could not decide if she liked it or not... after three years of this, she still wasn't quite sure if she loved or hated the fact that her husband so often treated her like a business commodity, rather than a wife.

Both, she knew. She loved it hated, it, loved it for how much she hated it. It was how she had always been wired. Those college boyfriends pumping away dully atop her had never once dreamed of the filthy things that had run through her head. Only Eric had found them, teased them out, brought them to flower.

Eric said, "Yes, for the money, slave. And for the sex. And for everything.  I voted too, you know."

Julie's eyes darted up, looking at Eric's savage grin.

"You voted, Master?"

"Multiple times, slave. Remember, slave, I run the back end. I can do that."

Julie's breath came short. Her tits heaved. She felt a heat flowing through her.

"You voted, Sir? You stacked the deck?"

"Does that please you, slave?"

"How-- um, how many times, Master?" Julie's bright blue eyes widened. She could see in Eric's eyes that he was not going to tell her. The voting had not even been close. But... if Eric had cheated... if he'd altered the voting parameters... it could be anything. It might just be the members who voted to have Julie gangbanged by twelve big black sadists."

"Enough," Eric said firmly. "Even if I hadn't, slave," he said sternly, "It's my decision who fucks you, slave. Who and how. How many, how hard they're allowed to hit you... how hard they fuck you, how long... in which holes..." his hands groped her as he spoke, punctuating his observation about her "holes" by wedging his big hand beneath his wife's ass and groping it while his other hand traveled up from her throat to her mouth, shoving his thumb inside.

She said, "Yes, Master, yes, absolutely. Who, when and how, Master... how many... how hard... how brutal they are... how tightly they tie me... where they cum... how often they cum on my face..." she was moaning, as Eric shoved his hands down into her tight cut-off jean shorts and started to finger her. Julie surged, arching her back against Eric's hand on her nipples, pinching them. He bent down to kiss her, and she looked up instinctively, parting her lips to receive her Master's hard kiss -- but Eric pulled back at the last moment. Julie knew why. She'd just had an hour of makeup and hair... there were men waiting out there... the fluffers at work... he would not allow her to mess up her lipstick.

But Julie's hands moved automatically. She couldn't stop them. They moved with the sure touch of someone who's undone more men's pants than she can count. She opened the buckle of Eric's heavy leather belt, unbuttoned his leather pants, zipped them down.

Eric growled, "No, slave, your lipstick--"

"Don't worry, Master," she said. "I know how to do this. "I'm good at this, Master. Remember?" By then, she had looked up at him with wicked face and reached in, shoving her hands in heir his white cotton boxer briefs, pulling his big cock out she wrapped both hands around it and started pumping it eagerly. Eric once again tried to stop her, to protest, saying, "Slave! If I have to make Brenda redo your lipstick while all those men wait--"

"You won't, Master," Julie moaned, holding his cock as she worked it with both hands. It had been years since she'd given a handjob alone, but she did it sometimes on the Femdom sites. She remembered back seats in high school.

She jacked Erick off urgently, hearing him moan as she quickly brought him toward orgasm. He had iron control; he had been in the industry three years now and knew how to last. But he didn't, because now he didn't care to. His arousal had spiked as he'd seen his wife go ballistic with her own arousal, hungry to please him.

Julie teased out her pieced tongue, grazing Eric's glans with the silver stud. She flickered it up and down. She looked up at him hungrily.

Eric spurted spurt after spurt of jizz on her tongue. Julie cupped her tongue, catching it, holding his cock delicately between her cherry-red lips. Cum pumped onto her tongue and slid down her throat. She held her tongue cupped to show it to Master... and then she closed her mouth and swallowed it.

She opened her mouth and showed him she'd taken every drop. He'd taught her this, early in their porn career, because the customers loved it. They loved seeing cum go down. They loved to see the bright look of excitement on Julie's face as she swallowed, almost as much as the sadistic bastards liked to see her cry. Was it the same men? Julie didn't know. But she did know that she loved them both almost as much as they loved her.

She pursed her lips, looked in the mirror to their left.

"See, Master? Lipstick still perfect. But I've got Dutch courage."

She rubbed her belly.

Eric laughed. "You're a very good slave, you know."

"Yes, Master. This slave is very obedient. Would it please Master to pimp it to fifteen men instead?"

"It might. I'll see what I can do."

"Thank you, Master."

"Your co-stars are waiting."

Julie got out of the chair and let Eric unbutton her jean shorts. They were so tight he had to pull them down her legs, which he did by dropping to one knee.

It felt strangely worshipful. He even kissed her bare ass while she was down there.

Eric said, "Make me proud today, slave,"

"This slave will try, Master," Julie said brightly.

Eric hooked up Julie's leash and led her into the studio.


"The Man Parade" first appeared in Easy as Pie. Deception Press, 2014. Copyright © 2014 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

The Man Parade by Nova Thorne

Stu is the ninth one to worship me, and I just can't resist touching myself as he does. With nine eager mouths on my boots and legs in the space of an hour, nine naked men kneeling before me, I've had a lot of time to get very worked up. I'm dripping, just about soaking the seat of my Throne, long ago having soaked my dress. It feels sticky and clammy underneath me.

I pull my dress up over my pussy as Stu takes his place in front of me. He drops to his knees and lowers his face reverently to my knees. My legs are spread now, and he tries not to show how excited he is that I've lifted my skirt. I can tell, though, and it gets me still hotter. I lift my dress higher, almost to my waist. I look into Stu's eyes and let my hand drift to my slit. I press three fingers gently to my clit, crowding them together to contact my firm little nub with the maximum surface area. My piercing makes me more sensitive; I'm still getting used to it. I like it lots.

Stu wears a jock strap, black boots and knee pads. The latter two are leather, soft and supple and worn. They've both gotten a lot of wear. Stu's big dick stretches the jock-strap, from the looks of it about three-quarters hard already, about three-quarters hard already, and outlined against the smooth surface of his shaved balls. He looks hot. I've always thought he is cute, but he's way more than cute right now. He looks positively fuckable.

Stu's the ninth man to kneel before me tonight, the ninth man to worship my feet and legs. Gradually, as my boots have become filthy, soiled and gooey, I've let each gentleman lick me higher. While I rub my clit with my right hand, I reach out with my left and caress Stu's handsome face. I look deep into his icy blue eyes and smile as I see in his gaze that he desperate hopes I will let him eat me out.

"What do you want, slave?" I've asked each man the same thing. Here in the Dark Castle, men only speak when they're spoken to. Even a man who's called up to kneel before me is left there to wait until I ask him questions. The same question, every time: What do you want?

Before Stu can answer, Chris gives a loud groan of pain or pleasure -- I can't even tell the difference anymore with my sweet little sissy. It's been a long time since I heard anything out of him other than gulping and choking noises. My husband is bound to the Fuck Table next to my throne, and Goddess Giamanda is giving it to him hard with her strap-on. With his body bent over, his ass in the air, he's quite helpless to stop the deep penetration. But his neck and wrists are secured into the stocks at the front of the Fuck Table, so Baroness Bria -- who has Chris's front side -- can easily shove her cock into his lipsticked mouth and down his throat. From the looks of the cascade of spittle running down poor Chris's chin, she's been doing just that.

Chris's groan of pain, this time, comes from Goddess Giamanda getting some kind of second wind, I guess; she's leaned up hard and shoved her dick deep, putting her high-heeled boot on the corner of the Fuck Table to give herself plenty of leverage inside my husband. She laughs as she hears Chris exclaiming. Giamanda glances over at me, and we share the laugh. I smile excitedly at her. Other than the boots and the strap-on harness, Giamanda is nude. Her gorgeous brown body shimmers with sweat. She's dripping on Chris just as surely as I’m dripping on the Throne -- and in a moment, I'm going to be dripping on Stu.

And best of all, it's being captured on camera, not just from one end but from both. Giamanda and Bria have headbands with cameras circling their foreheads. I've got one too, in addition to the camera just over my head, showing the view from The Throne. What the camera on my headband means it that the pornographic internet gets a lovely sight of Goddess Giamanda giving it hard to my husband while she smiles at me and laughs at my husband's distress. Simultaneously, the customers choose between Baroness Bria's view (of Chris's spit-pouring face, ruined with lipstick and eyeliner, mascara running as she fucks his face), of Goddess Giamanda's (of Chris's shaved ass tipped up high at exactly the angle she needs to violate it properly), of Chris's view (of Baroness Bria's strap-on-clad crotch slamming into his face at great speed) or of Stu's view -- since before he stepped up here, he put on the headband he was handed by Aaron, the last man to worship me.

It's a live show on the Dark Castle website. We're guests, paid guests, but the experts here know just what they're doing. Out there on a thousand screens, maybe more, everything's being watched in real-time, with the customers choosing from any one of five points-of-view to experience the proceedings. Just which point-of-view proves most popular will be very telling. Part of me likes to believe it'll be the POV provided by Stu's camera -- formerly worn by Aaron, and Carl before him and Kurt and Paul and Zach and Jonathan and Nate and Eric before him. Part of me likes to think that my hotness and my status as "fresh meat" -- a newcomer to the world of Femdom -- will overcome Goddess Giamanda's and Baroness Bria's obvious star power. But it probably won't.

And I'm only very slightly disappointed by that. After all, I’m getting plenty of pleasure as payment for my co-starring role in the live show -- not to mention the $1200 I'll get paid, or the insultingly low $200 they're going to pay Chris. (Naturally, I'll take control of that, just like I handle all of our finances.) Sissies don't get paid well at the Dark Castle, whereas women like me do. And even more importantly, we get treated to hot studs like Stu down before us, begging to eat us out.

For the last half-hour, I've been over here in my Throne, distracted, letting eight men kiss my boots and my legs and especially, with the more recent boys, my thighs. That's why my pussy's so wet. Stu and I both know I can't wait much longer. He can tell how hot I am.

"May I worship your boots, Mistress?" Stu asks me submissively in response to my question.

My legs are spread wide, my pussy exposed. I bring them together so I can look down at my boots and inspect the wet, gooey, shiny surfaces. I bend down to get a closer look. I know the camera is capturing every bizarre detail of my cum-covered boots. There are eight loads there, glistening in the hot lights, running all over them.

"No, I don't think so," I tell him. "They're getting so gooey. I'd much rather have you worship this."

With a flourish, I spread my legs, cocking my knees over the arms of the Throne. As my gooey boots drip on the floor, I scoot my butt forward and point it at Stu. He nods and bends forward, reverently kissing my knees.

Stu's tongue is as skilled as Aaron's was before him. It feels good on my knees. His kisses feel good on my thighs, too, as he works his way toward my pussy. But I’m so damned hot that I don't want to wait.

I reach down and grab his head, shove it between my legs. I grind my crotch up against him, practically smothering him.

"Don't be shy, slave," I tell him. "Go right to the clit. And take out your cock and stroke it for me. You're going to cum on my boots so that my husband can lick it off. But you'll cum when you're finished making me cum. Not before, understand?"

He tries to say "Yes, Mistress," but nothing comes out but a grunt and a groan. I push down on his head, thrusting up against his face ever more roughly as I get hotter and hotter. I did not let Aaron -- or any of the others -- eat my pussy, but each of them got to kiss higher on my legs. Aaron was right there against my cunt. He could smell it. I could tell. When I tired of him and told him to jerk himself off on my boots, I knew he was disappointed.

Stu obeys my order to take out his cock as he eats me out. He pulls down his jock strap and starts to stroke. HE goes cautiously, not wanting to cum before I do. Unlike Chris, Stu is a seasoned porn star; he knows how to hold back. Part of me thinks that he's exceptionally turned on right now and that's why he jerks off so damned gently at first. Maybe I'm getting through to him, exciting him.

One thing's for sure; he's definitely getting through to me. He's more than just exciting me; he's going to make me cum.

"Stop!" I snap. "Show me, slave. Show me." I push him back, out of my crotch, forcing him into an upright kneel with his legs spread. Unlike Chris's smooth legs, Stu's are softly furred. Unlike Chris's, they're muscular; Stu is a musclebound beauty. He holds his cock up for my inspection; he strokes it. He never breaks eye contact with me, except when I look down to admire the bigness and fullness and hardness of his pumping cock. I also admire the beauty of his face; he's handsome. I love how his chin glistens with my juices. When I lean forward on him, I can smell myself on him.

I look from his face to his cock. I see the tension building in his body. When he slows, I snap my finger. "Don't stop," I hiss at him cruelly. I see Stu gulp. I see him tremble. I know he's struggling to hold back.

I push my cum-gooey boot in his face. "Do you want to lick these?" I ask him.

"No, Mistress," he says. "But if it please you--"

"Then don't slow your hand down, and don't cum!" I slap his face lightly; I don't know Stu quite as well as some of the others, so I don't hit him quite as hard. I can tell the scent of other men's cum has had the desired effect; even though Stu pumps his cock faster than ever, the tension is gone. He's not going to cum -- yet.

When I've cooled down a little, I try to act nonchalant. I reach out and grab Stu's head. I pull him forward and shove his face once more between my legs.

"All right, more," I tell him. "Lots more. And don't let me catch you cumming, slave, or you'll be the next one bent over the Fuck Table."

He says, "Yes, Mistress," less muffled this time, as he goes to work on my pussy. Beside me, I hear Chris groaning and howling. Baroness Bria and Goddess Giamanda have swapped places. That would mean my husband would soon be sucking a giant cock fresh from his ass -- except that Goddess Giamanda has dropped her harness and now stands, naked except for her boots, in front of the Fuck Table. Her hands are in Chris's hair and she's shoving his mouth to his pussy. He gags and chokes. She makes him eat her. I see her climb on the table urgently, locking her thighs around Chris's face and humping his head almost violently. Chris goes silent, his groans and slurps smothered by Goddess Giamanda's pussy. He licks her.

She's gorgeous. It's an athletic move that excites me to see, even more so because it's directed at my sissy husband. Even more erotic, Baroness Bria is pounding Chris's ass hard from behind. Watching Giamanda and Bria work over my sissy slut pushes me harder toward orgasm.

And Stu is no slouch, either. He's goddamned gorgeous; just looking at him down there between my legs would be enough to get me pretty turned on. I can feel the rhythmic rocking of his body as he jerks off for me. And his tongue is exquisitely trained. He knows just how to suck, just enough to give me a little pressure, a hard enough pleasure to push me over the edge.

Stu's lips and tongue do beautiful things to my clit -- he's an expert. But I want more.

"Fingers," I tell him. "Give me two fingers--oh, yes, oh, yes, oh fuck, oh yes..."

Two of Stu's big, meaty fingers push their way up inside me, stretching me, opening me up. He asks "May I add a third, Mistress? Only to please you?" I know that I should say no and spank him or something, but his fingers feel too fucking good. I can't resist.

"Yes, slave," I gasp. "Give me three--oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck--"

I look in the camera again, thinking about how many customers are out there, jerking off to this footage, and how many will jerk off to it once it's all edited down. To my side, I catch a glimpse of Bria working on the straps securing Chris's ankles, legs and waist to the Fuck Table. Goddess Giamanda unlocks the stocks. They've both been watching. They're ready to bring Chris over.

Stu's skilled fingers reach deep inside me, then curve around to press against my G-spot. His tongue keeps seething against my clit. IT's too much to resist, not that I want to. I'm going to cum.

I throw back my head, turning my face toward the overhead camera in the back of the Throne. I look up into it, thinking about how a thousand guys will jerk off to this footage...and how many more will jerk off to the footage about to cum.

Soon, the blast of pleasure has worked its way through me. I quiver from the afterglow. I shimmer all over with sweat.

And my boots shimmer, too. Eight men have jerked off on them; their semen is partially congealed, now, making my boots look grotesquely filthy.

I bring my boots together and push them hard, toe-first, into Stu's swollen balls.

"Cum on them, slave. Jerk off for me. Jerk off on my boots."

Stu doesn't take long. He obeys me immediately, the pumping motion of his hand quickening as he throws his own head back. Behind him, three of the cameras are pointed at him: Bria's, Giamanda's, and Chris's. My husband is down on his knees behind Stu, watching him jerk off on my boots. Bria and Giamanda tower over him, the former holding his leash, the latter his hair.

Stu erupts with a groan. His huge cock shoots cum on my boots. He's got good aim, but he's also powerful. Some of his first couple squirts cling wetly to my knees.

When Stu comes to his senses, I caress his face and look into his pretty blue eyes.

"Thank you, Mistress," he pants.

I don't say "You're welcome." Instead, I snap: "Go." Stu pulls up his jock strap, struggles to his feet, and clomps away, looking hot in his boots.

But not as hot as I look. My boots glisten freshly with cum as Bria and Giamanda push Chris down toward them. Giamanda is good with her own boots; she knows how to use them as tools. She plants one atop Chris's head while she leans down to kiss me.

"Worship," she snaps at Chris just before our lips meet.

Chris obeys her, but I’m slightly distracted. I get goosebumps as Goddess Giamanda kisses me deeply. Her tongue wriggles into my mouth. Her long-nailed hands caress my tits. I hear Chris slurping as Baroness Bria leans down close to him, watching and letting her own headband camera get a nice close shot of his face as he laps up the cum from my boots.

"Good slave," she says as Chris trembles and retches a little. Stu's cum is fresh, running everywhere. But beneath the warm new load is something far more disgusting, far more humiliating to a resistant little sissy slave like my husband. Ropes of congealed jism are stuck to my boots, no longer glistening wetly on the patent leather. They look like white slime, and Chris recoils when he licks at the gloppy white substance.

Giamanda says: "Oh, What's the matter, slave? Isn't it fresh enough for you?" She makes quick eye contact with me. She asks me: "May your slave cum, Mistress? May she jerk her pathetic little worm for you? May she milk out some fresh slime for her to lick up, Mistress?"

Something about being called Mistress by the legendary Goddess Giamanda is seriously hot -- even hotter than what's gone before it. Even the slightly mocking tone in her voice doesn't bother me; it's directed at Chris, really, not at me. Well...Chris and her viewers. Hundreds or thousands of viewers...

I say, "Yes, of course, Goddess." I bring my slimy boots together around Chris's cock. He squeals as Baroness Bria makes him straighten. Goddess Giamanda kicks his knees unceremoniously, forcing them wider apart. I adjust my stance around Chris's cock, pressing the arches of my boots together so my high heels jam firmly and painfully into his balls.

"Go ahead slave," I tell him. "Jerk off for me. Make your clit squirt."

I see pain on Chris's pretty, painted face. I wiggle my feet, pushing the stiletto heels in deeper. Chris squirms and tries to pull away, but it's hopeless. Not only do I have a very tight grip on his cock, but Baroness Bria is right behind him, holding him by the hair, forcing him to look up so the Thronecam can capture his face as he cums.

Chris reaches down, takes hold of his cock, and begins to jerk.

"It won't take long, will it?" asks Goddess Giamanda.

"Of course not," I laugh. "He never lasts long. Our wedding night must have been over in...what was it, darling? A minute? Maybe thirty seconds? He was on me and off me before I knew it. Thank God I wasn't a virgin, or I would have thought sex was disgusting. But I'd already fucked all his friends, so I knew how good it can be. Isn't that right, darling?"

That does it. Chris is already there. The humiliating story about our wedding night hits him right where he lives.

"Y-yes, Mistress," he groans, and his cock starts to spurt. He's got plenty of slime for me; I've been teasing my husband for weeks in anticipation of our big couples' porn debut. He hasn't been allowed to jerk off, and he hasn't fucked me in months.

He blasts his cum all over my boots. His hand is trembling, and his aim isn't great -- but Baroness Bria is there to assist. From somewhere, she's grabbed a pair of rubber gloves and snapped both of them on. She's got a firm hold on my husband's dick while it spurts, and she ensures almost every squirt goes right on my boots.

When he's done, Chris finds himself bent over again, his face shoved right up to my boots to confront his fresh, slimy semen.

Maybe it makes it easier for Chris to lick it all up since it's his cum on top. Or maybe, having just blow his load after weeks of teasing, he's still stunned. Who knows? Maybe he's grateful.

For whatever reason, he really goes wild now. Chris licks my boots like he really means it. I don't even mind that he leaves smears of lipstick up and down the shiny patent leather. I mind even less that he leaves them wet with his spit once he's lapped every last drop of cum from my boots.

Other men's cum. Plenty of other men's cum. Men I would fuck if I could. Guys I would spread for -- if this was that kind of site.

But it's not. This is a Femdom site, and Goddess Giamanda enforces the "no sex" site limits strictly.

Just like she does on her Cuckolding site, where I'm going to appear a week from Thursday. Only ten days from now. If I really want Chris to be desperate -- like he was today -- I'm going to have to keep him in very tight lockdown, and tease him a lot.

I can't wait. It's going to be a long ten days. And at the end of it? I've decided I want Stu to be the one to take my "cuckwife virginity."

As I watch my husband's pretty sissy face worshiping my boots, I wonder if he'll show such enthusiasm when it's my pussy that's dripping and pouring cum...

I can't wait to find out. Ten days seems like a long time. But I'll have plenty of opportunities to tease and torment Chris before then. I'll make the ten days count.

And that's just the way Chris wants it.
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Tribute by Heather Stevens

The video studio is just a big open warehouse, unfurnished except for a mattress near the far wall, a single folding chair close to that, and a nearby metal frame that a cameraman can climb to get high shots. Above the mattress, the warehouse's high, metal-framed industrial windows have been taped over with highly translucent white cloth, with gaffing tape sealing each edge. At this time of day -- the afternoon -- the cloth gives off a diffuse light that this particular director appreciates in his video work. Stretching to the ceilings nearly twenty feet overhead, the windows provide a lot of light, so the director is very happy as he directs his two cameramen and one camerawoman, very  much like a little Napoleon. He barks commands as they zoom in and out, panning over the slender blonde woman kneeling naked on the mattress under the windows. Naked, that is, except for a dog collar and leather restraints.

In one wall of the warehouse there is a heavy metal door that leads to the smaller room adjacent. That door is periodically opened by one of the two big, muscled bouncers standing on either side of it. When the door opens, nude or mostly nude men enter -- their cocks always hard, and often in their hands. The men are admitted to the room in small groups -- threes and fours, sometimes fives. One of the bouncers inspects each man's wristband and checks him off on a clipboard. Those bands serve as each man's admission and each man's authorization to do his "business" on the kneeling blonde, whose nude body and pretty face are already slimy with cum.

There is no cost for admission, other than the willingness to do what must be done for a production such as this....and allow it to be captured on video. That does not prove a problem for any man who enters, since each man's place in the line is determined by the size and hardness of his cock. This means that the men selected for entry are amateurs. They are, by and large, highly enthusiastic about the blonde's desecration and their participation in it. They may not be pretty -- and many of them are not. They may not be in-shape -- and quite a few of them are flabby and as unkempt as a naked and masturbating man can be. The men who unload on the blonde may not be age-appropriate for her, either; at thirty years of age, the young blonde has never seen so many septuagenarian cocks; there are a great number of old, wrinkled men in the parade of visitors who jerk themselves off on her face and her little naked teacup tits. But she's also never seen so much college-age dick -- at least, not at one time. The producers of this particular film like to advertise in college venues, because this is their way of scouting for new male talent. Long before her marriage, she certainly made the rounds at her state college -- in the dorms for the first two years, and then in large off-campus house she shared with seven equally "friendly" young women. Still, she's never seen so  much cock of any age, size or provenance at one time. She never thought she would see it all pointed at her and ready to do business in such an unceremonious way. But here it is, and here they are -- thirty men so far today, all of them having left their shiny, slippery mark on the kneeling blonde's face, tits and belly.

Their seed mats her hair. It rolls down her face in streams and rivulets. It dribbles over her full, red, heavily-lipsticked lips and over her chin and onto her glistening tits. Her lipstick is ruined -- but not because she's sucked the men. She hasn't touched even one of them. She's not allowed. What's more, she wouldn’t be able to even if she wanted to. Her wrists are circled with leather restraints, cuffed behind her back to a spreader bar that keeps her ankles wide and her knees forced open. Her smooth-shaved puss is forcibly exposed. Because of her slightly reclined and spread position, much of the semen flows over and off of her sex, streaming and running and dribbling over her slit and tickling her lips as it drips into the growing pool between her legs. Regular droplets form on the thick silver ring that pierces her swollen clit. It's more sensitive now than it's ever been, what with the recent addition of that very large ring --not to mention the constant fantasies she indulges in, now that she's collared and owned. She no longer works, her older husband's small business having exploded recently, making them wealthy. When she left her job as a secretary just six months ago, it was with the understanding that her marital arrangement had changed indefinitely. She ceased to be her husband's wife. She is now her Master's slave.

Her Master is the man who occupies the single folding chair in the room. Although the Master is not naked the way his slave is, his very large, very hard cock is out. He strokes it, slowly, as he watches her. It excites her to see him touch himself that way. She knows he has iron control; he will not cum until it is time to plant the final cumshot on her sullied face.

She knows every cumshot she takes on her face today is her tribute to her Master. It's proof of her submission. She gives him tribute in this way because it pleases him to demand it from her. And this slave always strives to please her Master. She is unable to do otherwise. The sense of striving to please him is built into her. It occupies her bones. It is part of her soul.

The Master wears a mask -- a small silk eye mask that obscures much of his face. The slave does not, because it pleases Master to display her in this way. It is also true that the producers of this particular film line would not allow her to be masked -- but Master didn't even ask them. The man wants his wife on display; it is just one of his many ways of marking her, again, as his slave. He is a small business owner, always concerned about eroding his reputation in the community, so he cannot appear on camera in a porno. They both know he should be just as concerned about his wife's humiliation on camera, but it pleases him to have her covered in many men's cum, exposed as a cumslave, a bukkake whore, a cumdump for dozens of faceless men.

So here she kneels, to please her Master, taking cum on her face and her tits and her belly -- letting it soak her long blonde hair till it grows stiff with their seed.

She gazes up at each man as he jacks off onto her face and tits. She doesn't look at his cock, but at his face -- often into his eyes. Some men return her gaze, which feels terrifyingly intimate. Others prefer to avoid her look. Regardless, after each cumshot is finished, the blonde moans softly in demonstrative pleasure, looks up at each man, and says, "Thank you, Sir."

When she says "Thank you, Sir," she often glances over at her Master to see if he's watching and listening. He always is -- and he often has a smile on his face. His cocky grin tells her she has, thus far, pleased him. His hand never leaves his cock. He strokes himself slowly, deliberately. He does not wish to cum. He wishes to excite her, and he knows the sight of him stroking his cock makes her ever more eager to please him with her abasement.

He has informed her that all men are "Sir" to her -- at least for today. Every time she utters the word to a stranger, she is saying it for Him. She thinks often that she loves her Master and husband so much that she would do whatever he demanded. Is this just the first step for her? Will it please him someday to sell her to these video producers to star in her very first gangbang video? The wife in her thinks that maybe it will, because she fancies that all men want to share their wives, as a way of bragging. But the slave in her thinks that her Master will never take that step. He can be very possessive. She feels he will never pimp her out for an actual gangbang...and in that, she is secretly disappointed.

But it is His choice, and His choice alone. Her place is to obey his orders -- to kneel and spread her legs as he wishes, for whatever he wishes. No matter what her Master decides she will do, she knows she will not resist. She will love every minute of it, just as she loves the feel and smell and taste of the warm, slimy cum running over her. As it soaks her hair and runs down her face and fills her nostrils and dribbles into her mouth, she savors it.

Her face grows red with humiliation, especially when the cameras zoom in close and the director orders her, "Look at the camera, sweetheart. Show us what a good little cumslave you are."

"Yes, Sir," she often says in response. "Is it good, Sir?"

The director grins at her with lascivious glee.

"Oh, yeah, sweetheart. It's good, sweetheart. Now lick your lips...show us how much you love that salty taste..."

She says, "Yes, Sir," and licks cum off her face. Glancing over at her Master, she sees the pleasure on his face. His hand, gripping his cock, works slowly up and down as he blows her a kiss. She blows him one back, tasting the cum all over her glistening lips.

She is pleased that although the men have been given the option to wear masks, but few choose to do so. Most want to be seen cumming on her face. They want her to see them, too, although many do not wish to look in her eyes as they anoint her face and breasts with their seed.

As she kneels and receives load after load, the blonde often thinks about how very, very dirty it is of the men to want to do this to her. It's not dirty to want to jack off on a kneeling woman's pretty face -- she thinks that much is very common among men, especially of the post-porn generations. But it is very dirty of them to be shamelessly, brazenly willing to do it on video, pouring their seed onto a woman they've never even been introduced to. They don't even know her name. They'll never know her name. And not only won't she ever know their names, either -- she wouldn’t even recognize them if she passed them on the street. It excites her to think that her life will be utterly changed by this ritual. Forever, now, when she walks on the street she'll never know if a man she has passed might have recognized her as the thirty-ish woman who knelt and took his cum on her face, on camera.

To make things even more deliciously humiliating for her, she knows that each man will receive a copy of the finished video. She fancies that she knows men, and she knows this kind of man. She imagines each man will treasure the finished footage as proof of his own virility. He will jerk off to it. That makes her lush anxiety about the future that much more agonizing and erotic for her. Each man who leaves his mark on her will probably do so a thousand more times in his fantasies, until he's slimed her all over more times than she'll ever know. If she encounters one of these men in the future, she'll never know how many of his solitary cumshots were coaxed out of him by his memories of her, and this very footage even now being shot.

But it's far more filthy for her to be aroused by thinking about that...and she is. The very thought of her open-ended humiliation makes her clit pulse with excitement. What's more, every throb of her clit draws her attention to the heavy steel ring that Master has pierced through it; that reminds her of how completely she is owned. Her husband is no longer her husband. He is her Master...her Owner. She is property. If it pleases him to turn her into a cumdump for a day -- or forever -- she has no choice but to accept it and try to live with it.

Or to love it, which is what she's doing as the numbers mount past the four-dozen mark. Each warm stream of slimy cum that spews across her face and tits makes her shiver in pleasure. She moans as she take yet another load, yet another... and another. She feels streams of cum drying, crusty, on her sides and thighs and back and butt, even as the great wads of half-congealed cum on her face and tits and belly is freshened by new loads, sometimes every few minutes -- and sometimes even more often, as the director orders three or four or five men crowd in to unload their cocks on her face all at once.

Lost in the scent and the taste and the warm humiliation of it, the slave barely realizes how close to climax she's getting. She hasn't been touched, except for a little teasing early in the process; it's nothing more than a psychological rush that's driven her so close to orgasm. She sees her Master rising from his cheap folding chair. He comes over, stroking his cock. She opens her mouth, moaning softly. She looks up brightly into his eyes, hoping he'll let her take it in her mouth.

But he doesn't. He leans his big body over hers and starts to jack her cock.

She feels a dizzy excitement building as she sees her Master readying himself to unload on her face like the others. She's so distracted and focused that she doesn't realize the director has ordered one of the production assistants in to do something very new and totally unexpected. It's a woman -- the lone female camera operator, who the slave also recognizes as an occasional actress in several pornos that her Master is fond of. The woman is slim and blonde like her, but with much shorter hair. She's holding a plug-in vibrator, trailing a heavy orange extension cord. It's a powerful model -- industrial-strength. But it needn't be. The slave is already so turned on that she'd cum if the woman did no more that rub her clit a little.

But she loves that she has no choice. And she doesn't -- no choice at all. She's utterly helpless as the near-violent buzzing assaults her sensitive clit. Exquisitely responsive -- almost painfully so -- her recently-pierced member is a source of constant distraction for her. If Master hadn't had her quit her job, she would hardly be able to work. Lucky for her, Master's success has made him rich and powerful, but no less perverted. He has deemed it pleasing that his wife be a full-time slave, and so her newly pierced and now agonizingly sensitive clitoris is an asset, not a liability.

She cries out as the vibrations blast through her body. Her head lolls back. Her mouth opens wide. She shudders and squirms back and forth in her bonds. Her tongue lolls out.

Master gasps. He groans. He lets out a long, supple sigh, and the slave feels her Master's hot jizz spraying across her face. It joins the many other loads that have sullied her glistening face; underneath the thin gloss of still-moist cum, much of the seed has congealed. She feels a deep pang of hunger for her Master's cum, and a powerful sense of regret as his scent and his taste is lost in the mass of semen all over the slave's face and body. It saddens her that she can't really taste her Master's cum, even when one of the heaviest spurts strikes her squarely on her outstretched tongue.

But it invigorates her to know that this is what he wanted for her -- to be covered in cum, helpless to stop it, so choked with strange men's jizz that she can't tell one from the other. She can't even recognize the taste and texture and smell of her Master's pleasure. All she can smell is cum, undifferentiated -- what feels and smells like gallons of it.

Master reaches out to grab one of his slave's stray long, blonde locks. She thinks for a moment that he's going to pull her hair. But he's not; rather, he's merely spotted a wide, tangled strand that's relatively unsullied by other men's cum.

He uses this strand of her hair as a rag, wiping the tip of his cock before withdrawing and tucking his cock away.

He withdraws. She looks over at him, seeing his grin as he zips up and buckles his belt. The door opens. Three more men enter the room.

She had thought her submission was at an end -- for now. But the three men are naked, hard...and they're coming for her, quickly. The pumping motions of their hands on her cocks are urgent.

She feels tears forming in her eyes. Whether they are tears of happiness, sadness or devotion, she no longer knows.

She only knows that the savage grin on her Master's face makes her happy in a way that she's never been happy before. She feels only the briefest sense of disappointment at not being freed from her bound position.

Then she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue. She moans softly and looks up at three male faces, one to the other, watching for which one will seed her first. She gazes into three unknown pairs of male eyes, and awaits the deep desecration of their anointments.

They come -- one after the other, quickly, in tandem. They leave her dripping. What little she could detect of her Master's individual scent and texture and taste is gone. It's vanished into the three new loads, as she licks her lips while the camera zooms in.

Looking up at the strangers, she smiles.

"Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Sir. Thank you very much, Sir. This slave lives to please you."

The three men withdraw without response. The slave looks over at her Master. His hand is spread between his legs, clutching the bulge in his leather pants.

He smiles at her. She feels a warm glow.

The metal door opens. More men come in. There are more than three, this time...maybe as many as six. She can't tell.

With one last longing look at her Master, she tips her head back and lets her tongue lazily loll from between her puffy red lips. She takes a deep breath of the cummy scent. She feels rivulets drizzling down her body. She sighs.

It's not six; it's seven this time, crowding in to have their chance at seeding her. She looks up at each man's face as he cums, until her eyelids are heavy with semen and she can no longer keep them open.

Shaking her head in an ecstatic dance, she feels the wet and half-matted strands of her hair brushing against her ass. She licks her lips and moans her thanks.

She feels someone wiping her eyelids, so she can see. When she opens them, her Master is over her, holding his cummy handkerchief.

Her Master is smiling. She feels warmth growing within her.

She says, "Thank you, Sir."

Master smiles and fades away, back to his chair as more men enter, naked and wanking.

The glistening slave leans back luxuriously and tugs at her bonds.

She opens her mouth and awaits her next tribute.
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Video Editing by Kylie Cooper

I can hear my wife moaning in her little home studio next door. It used to be a second bedroom, but now it's the place where she shoots her low-budget porn features... and the bedroom is where I wait for her, in my cage, waiting for her to finish her scene. I know she'll want to look at the footage right after she's done, as usual. And I know today's a great scene, from how much howling my wife is doing.

Today my wife is performing with a very experienced actor named Cole Carter. I've seen his photos and his resume. This guy is hung. And, as per my wife's usual procedure, "all internal cumshots, all the time," Cole Carter is going to give my wife a nice big fat creampie with my name on it.

In fact, from the male grunts I can hear through the thin walls, it sounds like Cole might be doing it right about... now.

Yep. After Cole does his groaning, things quiet down. I hear the shower running. Twenty minutes go by, and I hear Hank's and Susie's cars starting just outside the bedroom window. Hank is Mercedes' cameraman; Susie's her make-up artist.

Cole gets a cab. I hear that taking off maybe a half-hour after he jizzed in my wife.

Once Cole's departed, Mercedes enters the bedroom. She's naked except for her high-heeled black boots. She's sweaty. She smells like sex. I can already smell Cole's cum dripping out of her pussy.

Mercedes unlocks my cage and hooks up my leash.

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

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

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

As her chair while she edits.

Kneeling in front of her desk like this, with my head tipped back, I form a sturdy little seat she can perch on. I don't think it's all that comfortable, but she doesn't care about that. Mercedes keeps herself in pretty good shape. She doesn't mind doing her work while she perches on my face, her cunt hole pressed to my mouth.

I know what to do. I start licking.

Cole Carter's debut load of jizz starts pouring out of me. It tastes exceptionally ripe after half an hour, and there's lots of it -- lots of it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, Mistress," I say.

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

I say, "Yes, Mistress."

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

She pulls one headphone away from my head.

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

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

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

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


"No, Mistress," I whimper.

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

"Something painful, Mistress," I whine.

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

All I can do is groan this time.

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

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

I whimper in fear.

She laughs, her fingertips teasing my glans lightly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then they always fade to black.

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

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

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

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

My thin jizz glistens on the carpet.

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

"Clean your mess, baby," she says.

"Yes, Mistress," I say.

I start to lick.

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

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

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

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

I whine, "Yes, Mistress," and just keep on licking.
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Rosita's Fluffer by Derek McDaniel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And it's been a gold mine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thank you, Papi," she purrs.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I snap my fingers and shout:

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

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

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

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

Grinning, I train the camera on Rosita and make sure to catch every moment of her pleasure.
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Watcher's Touch by NT Morley

In the Wet Room at Scarlet Productions, Eden is naked -- if you can call it that.

Eden figures it will be called "naked," officially, in the promotional blurb -- which she is already writing in her head. It's filthy when she writes it. She can't imagine the copywriters at Scarlet Productions will do any less.

She can imagine the copy now, blurbing her shoot on the website: "EDEN ECSTASY: This filthy slutwife tells us she lives the lifestyle full-time, swearing she's fully owned by her Husband and Master and follows his every command. We ask her to prove it, asking her Master to order the slut to strip naked and get covered in jizz by his friends, who'd been invited to our studio by special invitation from Suzette's cruel Master. And wouldn't you know? The horny slut did it... and loved every second of it."

She hopes that last part -- or something like it -- is more or less accurate. Or, at least, that she doesn't hate it.

The naked part, she doesn't care about. She likes what she's wearing -- bondage belt, knee pads, dog collar, cuffs on her ankles and wrists, a blindfold, and a spider-gag. The "blindfold" is something unique to this enterprise; it's really a pair of swim goggles that have been blacked out. They're much more secure than the usual blindfolds that Julio makes Suzette wear at their home, or when he takes her out to the play parties he loves to frequent with his trophy slave. Those blindfolds are always black, too, but they're made of satin or leather. They're not as waterproof as what Eden will need today, nor do their straps padlock dramatically at the back of her head. Eden could still probably pull the strap off if she really had to, assuming she had the use of her hands. But those are padlocked, too, with thick black leather padded cuffs that secure to her bondage belt. The belt is thick, really more of a waist-cincher, narrowing Eden's waist and giving her a conspicuous hourglass figure. It also forces her to remain upright. Her ankles are secured to the back of the waist cincher with similar padded restraints. All of it padlocks together. Lorenzo holds the key, not the producers at Scarlet Entertainment. Eden's last image of that shiny silver key is of it on a chain around Lorenzo's neck, dangling ominously on the outside of his black-and-red rep tie, the silver of the key and chain catching the studio lights and flaring brightly.

Eden remembers that vividly, just before Lorenzo fitted the blacked-out swim goggles over her eyes and padlocked it under her pony tail.

Eden can't imagine the pony tail will last very long. With what these men are going to do to her, that little scrunchie doesn't seem like it can stand up to much of that treatment. But she likes the feeling of having her curly blonde hair pulled back out of her face, so she knows the cameras capture every detail of her face. It's far from the first time that she's been on camera, but she's never done anything nearly as dirty as this.

The spider gag holds her mouth open wide. She's drooling already. It's next to impossible not to drool when wearing a gag like this, as she's discovered many times. It's good to drool. She'll need a lot of "lube" for what they're going to shove in her mouth. And besides, from how much time the cameraman spends lingering over her pretty face, her glistening chin, her spit-shiny augmented tits, Eden feels concretely what she already knows: the audience loves to see a girl drool.

She takes deep breaths, trying to make herself ready for all the cocks that will go into her face, in her mouth, down her throat before she's released.

She's going to have to deep-throat a lot. As in, a lot. She knows how rough her Master's friends can get. Giving them head is one thing. When they're here, at Scarlet Productions, they'll be expected to do more than just get blowjobs. They're going to face-fuck her.

Eden is ready for it, maybe even eager. She's forgone breakfast and practiced on her three favorite dildos in the dressing room. She's pretty used to deep-throating in general, so it didn't take long before she found herself swallowing the longest and thickest quite easily. She feels open and easy. She feels receptive.

Outside the wet room, she hears the director's barked orders, instructing the men who will do this thing to her. Eden's heart quickens. She feels the hot lights on her, and the far more abstract heat of the camera. That's what obsesses her, the camera. She wishes she could touch herself for it. She wishes she could show them her pussy is wet. Really wet. Maybe wetter than it's been for Lorenzo, even in private, in quite a long time. Is her Master turning her into a hard-to-please slut? Could it be true what they say about perversion being a slippery slope? Play some bondage games with your first boyfriend, and you'll find yourself going further with your second. Pick a third boyfriend quite a bit older and much more experienced; let him tie you up naked in public and whip your tits, ass, and pussy where people can see, and soon you'll be thinking about getting naked on camera, but only if your Boyfriend commands you to do it. By the time you reach your sixth boyfriend -- that would be Lorenzo -- he's even older, even more experienced, and he's got friends he doesn't mind pimping you to, for spankings and bondage and blowjobs and yeah, even sex. And you don't need the money, but next thing you know you're begging him to have you gangbanged on camera. After he puts a ring on your finger, he tells you, well... maybe, slave. Maybe you'll get what you want. But only if we start with something more humiliating. Maybe if you will wear "white" for your wedding, then I'll let you taken on a half-dozen hard cocks on camera.

Maybe it's true. Maybe this is just one more step on Eden's slide into utter perversion.

What she does know for sure is that her pussy's wet, and the camera can see it. She can hear one of the camera operators, breathing hard, leaning or kneeling or something, quite close to her, his camera pointed down at her slit, close enough that she's sure that it's capturing how wet she is.

Soon, Eden knows, she'll be wetter. Much wetter.

Eden hears footsteps. The first men enter the wet room.

Eden feels disoriented, her spatial sense confused by the echoing tiles of the wet room. She can't tell who they are or what they're doing, but she hears the cameraman invite them to touch her pussy before they start fucking her face.

The cameraman has a bright voice. He sounds on the young side. Maybe even her age, or close to it. Closer than Lorenzo, probably.

The cameraman says: "Hey, somebody get down here. Feel this. Feel how wet she is."

Someone complies. Eden won't know whom until she gets access to the finished footage... Probably after it's live on the site.

Eden gasps as the stranger's hand touches her pussy. He feels how wet she is. He spreads her lips for the camera. Eden feels the closeness of the camera operator, the intimate heat of his onboard-mounted light.

She moans as she feels two fingers go in her. Two fingers, to start with. Big hands... Like, really big hands.

Whoever's touching her doesn't say anything. Of course not. He wouldn't want to let Eden know who he is. She recognizes each voice from her Husband and Master's inner circle. She sure as hell should; she's spent enough times on her knees before them, or in bed, or bent over, face-down, ass-up in the dungeon or with some of them even in their bedrooms. She's had them say filthy things to her while they're doing filthier things to her.

But Lorenzo gets off on keeping his slave in the dark as to who she's being touched by. How many times has he done it at parties?

It feels so much wickeder when it happens on camera, and she's getting paid for it.

But, then, isn't that always the case?

Eden squirms wildly as she is fingered. She pulls her wrists and ankles against the padded cuffs, feeling the pressure on her belly, hips, and ribcage as the secure fixtures tug against the leather.

Struggling only makes hotter.

It makes her pussy get wetter... And the camera sees all of it.

A second hand touches her, running fluttery fingertips down her belly to her clit while the first hand comes out of her pussy and holds her lips open. She feels bodies close-in around her, pressed tight. She feels the cameraman most of all, because the light on his camera puts off that heat. She feels it against her stomach, now, as he leans in close to get a close shot of her dripping cunt as one man holds it open and another man rubs her clit teasingly back and forth, making her jerk and sway with every rub.

The hand on her cunt goes away. The one on her clit moves down, fondles her cunt, then spanks it.

The heat of the onboard light pulls away slightly, then makes its way up Eden's body. The heat, and the camera, lingers on her tits for some time. She arches her back proudly. Lorenzo paid for them, of course, but she still had to go have fucking surgery. She's been afraid of the doctor forever. Now, she gets hot when she thinks about them. That's the great thing about having a Master who really understands her; everything that scares her can be turned into some kind of fetish.

Somebody grabs her left breast, gropes it, pinches her sensitive nipple. Somebody else grabs her right breast. More pinching. Someone spanks her cunt again. She feels a hot surge of hunger. Her back arches further, pushing her augmented tits more firmly into the unknown men's grasp.

Behind her, someone leans down and grabs her ass... Spanks it. Each cheek, half a dozen times. Camera boy captures a bit of it, but he's already quite busy capturing whatever cad decides to slap her face just a little. Not hard... Just enough to get Eden's attention. As if they didn't already have it.

She feels her face get all hot from excitement and humiliation. The camera takes it in. She feels the bodies pressing in close all around her.

They're naked. All of them. Well, they've got boots on. She feels them brush against her thighs as they move close in.

The camera guy's not naked. She hears the fabric of his jeans rustling as the naked guys crowd around her, leaving just barely enough space for him to get close in and point the lens down at her as it happens.

Someone shoves his dick in her mouth.

Eden doesn't know whose dick it is or why he gets to go first, but she does what she always does when Master's friends put their dicks anywhere.

She accepts it.

She starts to pleasure the anonymous cock, tipping her head forward to begin thrusting her forced-open mouth up and down the unknown man's shaft.

But that isn't what Eden's here for. The name of the series is "Bukkake Blow Bang," not "Loving Blowjobs," the first site she shot for. That first time, almost three years ago, Eden had been paired with Vic Hardin, an experienced porn star about twice her age whom she'd never met before, never even seen on camera. That was the part that turned her on most, not the bullshit role-play they had to do where she was giving Vic a BJ after a romantic dinner. She liked the fact that she didn't even know him -- yet here was his dick in her mouth. There was something so dirty about that, she found it a little humiliating -- in a good way.

This feels much the same way, only there's no "little" about how humiliating it is. In keeping with the theme of the series, "Bukkake Blow Bang," the men stick to fucking her roughly. The guy who just up and shoved his dick in her mouth responds to Eden's aggressively hungry thrust with a grab at her hair, a slap at her face. He pulls his dick out of her mouth. Then he slaps her with it.

"Oh, yeah," Eden hears the cameraman purring. He's like an animal. He knows what's going to sell. Eden does not think the director's even in the room.

And Lorenzo?

She can only hope that he's watching.

Lorenzo is why she gets so fucking wet when the unknown man slaps her across the face with his big cock. Lorenzo likes to see her take it rough. He knows that she likes to take it rough for him. That's why he signed her up for this series, specifically. He knew how hard it would be for her to accept this kind of humiliation on camera... and how much it would get her off.

The guy that just dick-slapped her shoves his cock back in her mouth. This time Eden relaxes, allowing herself to become totally receptive, submissive, untouchable. She feels cock sliding into her mouth as if her face is nothing but an open hole for sexual pleasure. The cameraman makes some more approving noises. The first guy pulls his dick out of Eden's mouth... and another is right there to shove his home, where it belongs, in her warm hole.

Eden accepts it. She relaxes her throat and lets her tongue seethe in a natural rhythm with the thrusts of the next guy... And the next... And the next... And the next.

Six, seven, eight cocks... Nine... Eden can't keep count. After the first few minutes, she doesn't even try.

She feels herself being "passed around" from dick to dick, sometimes with spittle still trailing from the last one when the next enters her open mouth. She doesn't know how many she's taken.

She just knows it's a lot of cock, and her open, receptive mouth is going to service each and every one.

Eden has been promised one dozen hard cocks and one dozen cumloads, all of them in her and on her. That's what she's being paid for. That's how Lorenzo's decided he wants her to serve him.

Eden is covered in sweat, spit, and probably pre-cum when she hears the director say, "Let's see you get it all in her."

That's it. She knew it was coming... And now it is here. Deep-throating.

Somebody grabs her hair. Someone else holds her cheeks and chin, somebody else her throat. Someone else altogether sidles up to her face, guides his cock into her mouth. She makes a gagging sound; spittle runs out. Someone behind her tips her a little bit forward. The guy doing it repositions his body, aiming his cock down so she can get it at a better angle, and...

Oh, yes. It goes down. The cameraman cheers. Some of the other guys do, too. There's clapping.

Eden's throat feels soft and open, prepared to take this dick and more as if she has no gag reflex left. She's got one... She's just learned to work with it. She feels the warmth pulse through her body as she thinks of Lorenzo watching her do this.

Is he watching her? Eden hopes so. If he's not, she'll be disappointed... Except that she won't know until it's all over.

So she thinks about Lorenzo watching her. She thinks about how pleased he'll be, seeing her worship dick like this.

She thinks about how hard his cock might be -- must be -- and how if she's a good little whore on camera for him, maybe he'll let her suck it later. She knows that she won't care how sore her throat is or how tired she is or if she's hungry or sleepy or if she needs a bonghit or whatever. Her first thought, once the last man has unloaded all over her, will be whether Lorenzo will reward her with the cock he knows she really needs.

Eden's prediction about the pony tail was spot-on; it didn't last long.

Eden gasps as the cock down her throat slides back and pops free. It bounces back and smacks her in the cheek as the guy moves away.

Someone else takes over for him. Another huge cock goes sliding into her mouth; this time, it barely pauses at her throat.

It just slides right down into her. Eden feels her slippery chin pressing up against the stranger's shaved balls.

That one comes out again, too, spit trailing in a thick line behind it. Another is coming. It goes down her throat. Eden takes it.

Another one after that... And another. Then somebody grabs her big tits, pushes his cock between them, and shoves them together. He leans in hard and starts tit-fucking Eden as she stretches back, as far as the restraints will let her. She tips her head back. While the guy is fucking her tits, someone else shoves his cock into her mouth. This guy does not fuck her throat; he just pumps his cock into Eden's open mouth. He only takes a few strokes, then passes her on to the next guy... the next... and the next. The guy fucking Eden's tits does the same.

"Let's her a reward," someone says. Eden doesn't expect it, but she knows what it is the second she hears the buzzing.

All of a sudden, she wants it. She hasn't given a thought to her own orgasm yet... Only theirs. Between worrying about whether she could take the rough choking and gagging that Scarlet Productions demands for "Bukkake Blow Bang," Eden has been thinking about what will happen when they're finished fucking their face, and the studio has enough footage. She's been thinking about how they'll jerk off all over her face and her tits and her hair. She's going to be covered.

But when she feels the vibrator pressing against her clit, Eden surges forward, practically fucking her bound body onto the toy.

She feels the familiar pinch on her nipples -- not fingers, but nipple clamps.

These are exceedingly tight ones. They're so tight they make Eden see stars.

Eden's nipples are excruciatingly sensitive. The nipple clamps have weights on them. Eden feels the heavy lead balls dancing against her slippery ribcage as she bucks and sways with rising flood of her own pleasure.

Each swinging tug at her nipples sends pulsing sensations through her to join with the rapid undulations of the vibrator.

Eden screams as she cums. She feels Camera Boy close, his hot light in her face as she lets it all out.

But they don't stop there -- at least, not for more than a minute, while they go back to fucking her face.

But then it's time for another "reward."

The men mostly back off -- except for the cameraman and someone behind her. Whoever it is snaps on a glove, wipes her ass down with a towel, and then, before she knows it, she's feeling fingers stretch her tight butt. Two? Three? She can't be sure. She just knows that's what pushes her forward, onto the vibe again, as her pleasure mounts quickly.

For a few seconds, Eden does not think she's going to cum again. How can she? She usually takes at least ten or fifteen minutes to work her way back up to a second orgasm. It's only been like, what, five?

But then she hears Lorenzo's voice, right at her ear, his breath warm against her.

He says: "Cum for me, slave. Cum again for your Master."

Lorenzo's the one with his gloved hands on her ass, one parting her cheeks while he pumps two fingers inside her. Camera Boy isn't even capturing it; the hot light tells Eden that he's got his lens pointed at her face, ready to capture her second explosive orgasm.

"Cum for your Master," Lorenzo repeats.

Eden never says "no" to her Master.

Even if she wanted to, the vibrator and nipple clamps are more than she can resist.

Plus, Lorenzo's impeccably-manicured hands have found that perfect spot deep in her -- the one that his cock hits whenever he fucks his slave in the ass. His fingers take somewhat more effort to find it, but... That doesn't matter. What matters is, he knows exactly what rhythm to finger her ass with to send Eden rocketing over the edge.

This time, she screams even louder as the intense spasms of pleasure overtake her body.

She hears Lorenzo say, "Good girl, slave. Good little slave. Cum for Master."

That makes her cum even harder.

By the time Lorenzo withdraws his fingers and whispers in her ear: "Now, finish it, slave," she knows that she won't need to finish anything; she just needs to stay there and let the men use her this last little bit.

But Eden does feel exhausted. Her orgasms have left her completely used up, spent, destroyed. She breathes heavily as she hears the director's voice ordering all the men into their proper positions.

"Come on, guys, one after another. Don't keep her waiting."

Camera Boy is right there in front of her, hot light focused on her face, when Eden feels the first guy unload his hot streams on her face, hair, and tits.

He's got plenty to give her, and she takes it all. The warm spurts cover Eden's face; some of it runs in her mouth. She can already feel strands of her hair hanging wet on her tits, not from cum but from sweat.

Someone else comes in, jacks himself off on her face. His hot spurts blast all over her. Rivers run down onto Eden's breasts.

The third guy decides to shove his dick in her mouth again, for a few thrusts; he pulls out just as he shoots stream after stream onto Eden's face. Thick jizz runs down her chin, onto and over her tits. It drizzles down in a Y-shape, at strange angles across her yoga-toned belly, then down to her smooth-shaved cunt. Jizz runs all over it, slicking up her swollen lips and clit until her shaved slit is shiny with cum.

Four, five, six, seven... Eden loses count again as she takes each consecutive release. Some of the men shoves their dicks in her mouth again, using her for just a few thrusts before blowing each load all over her.

After they take the nipple clamps off -- more screams, moans, grunts, humps and gyrations -- some of them shove their dicks between her tits again.

By the end, Eden is covered. The smell of their seed is thick in her nostrils. The taste of it fills her mouth, even though no one "officially" came in her mouth.

Eden barely realizes it's over. She feels the receding hot light of Camera Boy backing away...

And then they're gone. Outside the wet room, Eden hears whoops, thanks, high-fives and some clapping.

She hears the showers begin to run. She smells hot steam and soap.

She's been forgotten.

No, not forgotten. She hears His boot steps, echoing heavily on the tile walls, floor, and ceiling.

She remains open and passive. Her limbs don't even ache. This feels right This feels proper. This is where she wants to be, not just now but forever, bound for her Master.

"You did very well," Eden hears Lorenzo tell her. "What would you like for a reward?"

Eden can't speak, at first, because she's still got the spider-gag on. But when Lorenzo fits his key into the padlock and unstraps it, she answers him the way she knows a total slave would.

She answers her Master not with words, but still with her mouth.

She lunges forward onto him, predicting correctly that he will have his cock out. She starts to suck him.

Unlike the others, Lorenzo is dressed. She feels his pants against her gooey chin. She tries not to worry about whether she can dry-clean that stuff out of his slacks.

Eden pushes all those worries away.

She loses herself in the task of worshipping Lorenzo's cock.

"I was watching the whole time," he tells her. "You were such a beauty, you hot little suck-slave. You let them fuck your face just like you let me fuck it. No, no, if anything, you were even more passive, slave."

He's breathing hard, his pleasure building as Eden brings him closer with every thrust.

She knows her Master's cock well. Even with her jaw aching like this, her throat feeling raw, and other men's cum all over her, she knows exactly what rhythm to use, how much pressure to give him, and how much to drool.

"Here it comes slave," she hears Lorenzo grunt. "This one, you swallow."

And Eden does swallow, this time. She gulps down every hot spurt, while Lorenzo caresses her cummy face.

"Good slave," he tells her. "Good little cumslave."

Eden shivers to hear that word used for her. She knows the copy writers at Scarlet Productions will say that and much more about her in the scene's grotesquely overstated blurb and all its accompanying promo materials. Probably even on a compilation DVD.

But it's so much more powerful coming from her Master's lips.

Especially when he bends down and kisses her right after saying it.

Eden's mouth opens again, once more becoming soft and receptive. This time, it's for her Master's tongue, for his kisses.

His kiss touches her deeper than ever.
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